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'.-'It being customary with Authors to bespeak the fa* 
VOOr of the Fublic in behalf of their productionsy it 
aay appear somewhat extraordinary that any other in- 
cltTÌdual should take* upon himself a task for which 
it.may be supposed the Author is best quaHfied. 

; V CSmim8tance8,however, amoDgwhichmaybercck- 
* dned the extreme timidity and inexperience of the wrì- 
ter ot this Volume, having imposed thìs task upon the 
PnUisher, he hopes he will stand excused in discharg- 
ing a duty to which he is prompted more by ne- 
ccffity than by inclination« Should the foUowilig Po- 
be found destitute of merìti he must submit tè 



1 



8 

the ccnsure of thc Public for bringing into light that 
whieh may bc deemed unworthy of attention, But 
should they excite that interest to which he trusts 
they are entitledy hc wiU deem ìt onc of the most 
fortunate ctrents of his life that he has been thc 
mean of drawing merit from obscurity, and of con- 
trìbuting to the relief of genius bornc down by thc 
pressure of advcrsity* 

Thesc Pocms are the productions of a young femalc 
who had not attained her seventeenth year whth they 
were put to thc Prcss; and were undoubtedly wrìtteii 
without any view to publication, until the distrc^ses 
of a nnmcrous family> of which she is the cldestt in« 
duced the Authoress to offer the greater part of them 
to thc Publisher for any trifle he might think proper 
to give for thcm. Struck with the beauty and fim* 
plicity whichy in his opinion, they appeared to poft- 
sesSf and feeling for the helpless iìtuation of one who 
seemcd so unconscious of their value> he could not ia 
justice take advantage of that which was so mnch, 
b his power* H<: thcrcfore proposcd to Fublisb tbcn. 



tby Subscription for the sole bcQvfit of the Authoress; 
and, tmsting to a liberal and humane circle of friends bjr 
whom hc has been powerfttUy aided, hc hasthe hap- 
piness to state thac the means which they have affbrd- 
ed bave confened advantages on the Authoress which 
flhe could not otherways have enjoyed ; and he enter* 
tains the pleasing hope that the further patronage and 
induJgence of the Public wiU encourage attempts which 
Tiay lay the foundation of her future prosperity. 

,:;lt will be seen from many of these Poems that they 
'■ ÌÌfQW written in one of the most remote of the BrìtisU 

tr^^àitit of which the Authoress is a native, and whcre 

*** . 

ìt may be believed she had but few opportunities of 

chkivating those talents which nature had bestowed 

i^[»dn her. But happily genius is not confined either 

^ tb •oil or situatioU) nor are its efibrts to be re- 

pressed by adverse circumstances, though these have 

■Imost always the power of influencing the mind* 

Hence the melancholy tenderness which breathes 

t)iroughout the foUowing Poems, and which to many 

niSL be deeined their greatest charm— -But the Pub* 
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lisher departs from hls province. It ìs not for him to 
anticipate the crìtic's award, however (fesirous he may 
be to deprecate his censure; and havÌDg no ^ister 
object in view, it only remains for him to place the 
volume under the protection of those numerous Sub* 
scrìbers who have contributed so readily to foster 
native genius, and who with him feel the deepest 
anxiety for the reception it may meet with from the 
Public. 



J. YOUNG. 



INVERNESS, > 
15th. AFRIL> 181 K 3 
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iDN THE DEATH OF HENRIETTA, 

AN INFANT COUSIN» 

O'bR the low grave, where in£ant beauty rests, 
Soft! let me pause, and drop the silent tear; 
The new-laid turf lies lightly on her breast, 
ì . And ^uardian angels round her um appear. 
Unhappy, she who gave thce birth, 

And fondly on thy beauties smil'd, 
Resigns thec to thy parcnt earth, 
And takes the last look of her child; 
And sure thou wast the sweetest flower, 
That deckM thy sorrowing father's bowcr. 
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Dark and unlovely to thy infant view 

Appear'd this Hfe, fbr scarce the gift was glv'n, 
£re with a smilc thou bad'st the world adieu, 

And wing'd again thy spollcss soul to Heavcnv 



But oncc I press'd thce to my brcast, 

And fondly clasp'd thcc in my arms; 
But oncc thy ruby ìips 1 kiss'd, 

And gazed upon thy opening charms:— 
Yct that onc look did gain my heart, 
And from thec I was loth to part. 

Heart<«truck with sorrow, o'er thy little urn ^ 

« 

Sce thy sad mother bend, with strcaming eye f 
But, ah! 'tis vain, 'tis im|tious thus to moura 
Her ehild, a cherub in thc starry sky! 
When past 5s evcry wintry storm, 

And summer fìowcrs begin to bloom, 
A simple fragrant wrcath I'll form, 
And hang it on thy ìnfant tomb; 
V/hilc tears of soft regret bedew 
The turf that hidcs thee from our vicw* 
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FADED PLÈASURE& 



jtdTow happy tliey whoi bless'd with healtk^ 
Can tread the flower enamell'd plaÌQ» 
Nor heave one sigh for power or wealth» 
Or waste their dayi in search of gain* 

The happiest of their kind they roam^ 
Prom heart corroding anguish free $ 
Bless'd with an humble happy home^. 
O!— had such bliss been stor'd for me» 

Cheerless I see the sun arìse^ 
And tistless mark his setting beam 
With crìmson paint the westem skie^ 
And still of faded pleasures dream» 
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Pleasures that never can return ; 
Yet, still, while Memory holds her placej 
Their rapid fllght shall EUa mouniy 
And Fancy faded pleasures trace. 

HARRIET. 



(C ALM as yon stream's translucent breast 
That down the smiling valley flows, 
By Innocence and Health caress'd, 
The moming of my life arose. 

My looks were fresh as yonder rose 
That blushes on its parent thorn,— 
Each night I sunk to calm repose, 
And wak'd to joy each smiling mom* 

But» ah ! ìn Frìendship's winning form 
Insidious Love stole to my breast^ 
£ach flatterìng prospect to deform, 
And rob my bouI of peacc and rest. 
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I {bund him soon of arts possessM^ 
Of cares and fears an endless train ; 
Peace was no more my bosop's 'guesti 
And all niy promis'd joys were pain. 

The green rob'd plain, the azure skies^. 
The dimpled brook, and leafy grove» 
Have been a witness to his sighs 
And oft repeated vows of k>ve* 

£ut since he basely can forsake 
The heart 'twas once his pride to gain^ 
That heart shall now in silence breaki 
Nor let him triumph in its pain. 

PerhapSy when death these eyes shall dose^ 
The faithless Edward then may moumi 
May think on all his Harriet's woes^ 
And shed a tear upon her um* 
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THE MAID OF THE COTTAGE 

THAT STANDS ON THE MOOR. 



Oh! dear native countrjr, where first I drew breath, 
Dear hall which belong'd to my grandslres of yore^ 
Dear shade, where l've vow'd to be constant till death 
To the Maid of the Cottage that stands on the Moor; 

Dear objects, adieu! I must leave you awhìle^ 
And wahder away to some far distant shore; 
Yet I'll cherish each looky each enamouring smile 
Of the Maid of the Cottage that stands on the Moor. 

Tho' Orange groVes breathe a rich gale of perfume^ 
And fragrance ùnknown on our cold Northem shore^ 
Yet m bigh for our woodlands and forests' deep gloom^ 
And the Mùd of tbe Cottagc that stande cn the Moon 



Adieu to our woodlaad8» our forests adieu! 
Stilly stiU your Augustus their loss shall deplorey 
And 'midst all the fair and the gSLj Pll be true» 
To the Maid of the Cottage that standf on the Moor. 

What though I am forcM> Oh> my Laura, to roamj 
For a while far from you and my dear native shore^ 
Love shines like a star, and will soon guide me home 
To the Maid of the Cottage that stands on the Moor. 



ADDRESS TO PLEASURE. 



1 KNOW thee not, O nymph so fair ! 
With sparkling eyes and golden hair, 
Thy skin more white than winter snows^ 
And blush that's brìghter than the rose ; 
Thy breath more fragrant than the breexc 
That 8igb9 among the budding treei^ 
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The bhie of yonder midnight skies 
Jle'er equall*d thy expressive eyes, 
Whose brìliiant glance is like yon star 
That sparkles thro' the clouds afar; 
Thy airy form more graceful seems 
Than willow bending o'er the streams ; 
Thy steps are swifter than the roe 
O'er the gray mountain's airy brow. 

O nymph so fair, O nymph so bright ! 
Thou art a stranger to my sight ; 
For» e'er since chiMhood's happy day 
I have not seen thy form so gay. 
'Twas when, amid my hawthom bowers, 
I watch'd with carc my opening flowersi 
The tulip gay, the lily white, 
Could give my artless breast delight ; 
And oft I mark'd with glad surprìse 
The mo88»ro9e' blooming tints arise) 






Smei^nvilUam opening to the ra]r» 
And closÌDg with the <Jo8Ìng day» 

% 

But soon these happy moments fled 
And cvery laughing joy was dead*. 
No more thro' many a leafy grove 
With devious steps I'd ftequent rove ; 
No more by yon meandering stream 
Of thee and Joy^ O nymph! Và. dream ; 
Creation's charms did but annòyy 
And aighs and tears were all my joy, / 
And solìtude the only charm 
Which then my pensive breast could wamL 
Oft in the deep sequester'd shade 
I woo'd the melancholy maid, 
And when pale Cynthia scalM the sky 
J heard the woodland minstrelsy> 
Which from the bird of twiKght flow'd, 
And to my heart 8weet caku bestow'df 
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But thoUf whh Hope; art now return'd) 
Welcomei long losty and sadly moum'^d; 
With joy thy beauteous face I see, 
For ahy thy smSes are bent on me. 
Compas^on glistens ìn thine eye— 
JaOf at thy feet I prostrate lìe» 
Forsake me not, sweet nymph ! again^ 
Nor leave me here the slave of pain. 
Nor yet thy charming dster Hopcy 
Who now her goldei> doors doth opCi 
And paints the future bright and fair^ 
Leave me the viàim of despair. 
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THE SOLDIER'S WIDOW 

AT THE GRAVE OF HER ONLY CHILB, 



J.N yain for me may Summer's glow 
Make blooming Nature smìle, 

In vain may all the charms of Sprìng 
Adom our happy Isle. 

In vain for me may zephyrs kiss 

Thc lily*8 spotless breast^ 
In vain for me the blushing rose 

In crimson robe is dressM. 

In vain for me^ o'er pèbbled beds^ 
May winding streamlets rovei 

Jn vain o'er rocks cascades may rusby 
Or warblers fill the grove. 
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My world is yonder little grave> 

My all its narrow space ; 
My only Child reposes therc, 

Lock'd in Death's cold emhrace. 

m 

Thou sleep'st in peace, sweet Innocent! 

By cares nor griefs oppress'd ; 
Thou sleep'st regardless of the pangs 

That rend thy mother's breast. 

Unconscious babe, T would not wish 

Thy deep repose to break 5 
Better in peace to slumber here, 

Than to distress awake. 

Sleep on, sleep on, my baby dear! 

Till the last angel's voice 

« 

Shall rouse the slumberers of the tomb^ 
And thou with saints rejoice. 
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Dcar child, thou scarc^ly opMthinc cyc«— 

Thine infant eycs on lifcy 
£rc ruthless War a widow madc 

Of a most hAj^.wife*. 

To mc the last sad gricf 's denied ^^^|^ 

Of weeping o'er his 4irn ;— 
He fell upon a forcigR shorcy 

Wherc.nonc his dcath would moum. 

Henry l thy nature never lov'd 

In quarrels to engage,-^ 
Why didst thou go^ my only love> 

Thc bloody war to wage? 

Blcss'd had I beeny hadst thou repos'd 

Besidc our infant son ; 
Not buried in a field of strifci 

Whcrc bloody dccds were done* 
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Toycmder hcav'n, wherc Mercy Bits, 

In humble faith I rise ; 
And hopey when death thìs frame dissolvev 

To meet them in the ekies. 

She ceas'dy for day some transitnt gleams 
Shot thro* thc drcary gloom j^ 

Then, with slow stcps and bleeding heart^ 
She sought her cheerlesa home. 
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LUBIN TO SILVIA. 



;AlaI^! that beauty like the rose 
Should live but for a summer's day; 
And sbould the fairest charms dÌ8clo8e> 
And blossom on)y to decay. 

When Time shall dim that sparkling eyc, 
And wrinkle Silvia's brow so fair) 
And bid these blooming roses die, 
And silver o'er that aubum hair ; 

When every charm you boast shall fadc 
By crucl Fatc's severc decree ; 
What then remains, my lovely maid, 
Ah| Silvia l wbat remains for xt\Q ì 
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When that fi»Ir fonn shall cease to charm^ 
And every beauty shall depart ; 
What then the lover's breast shall warm— 
Ah ! what shall rìvet Lubin's heart? 

Turn from thy treach'rous glassy dear maid ! 
And view thy much neglected xnind ; 
Be. it with Virtueie charms array'd, 
And Lubin will be»ever kind.. 

Silvia, I do not want a wife 
To laughy and flirty and dress^ and star^y 
I wanty dear maidy a frìend for life^ 
To crown its joy> and soothe its care* 

For beauty courtship's days may blesSi— 
But when the gordian knot is tied| 
Farewell to foUy, glare and dress,— « 
Adieu to vanity and prìde* 
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Thy family then demand thy care, 
And should thy ev'ry thought employ ; 
Then, e'en in age^ l'll think thce fair, 
And in thee fìnd perpetual joy. 



ADDRESS TO THE WINDS. 



feoFTLY, ye wildly wandering Galesl 
Spare, in your rage, the leafiess tree ; 
Breathe not your fury o'er the vales, 
Nor heave the biilows of the sea. 

AU nature moums your tyrant reign— 
Strìpt are the honours of the grove $ 
While tempests thro' the aerial plaiui 
Bome on your viewless pinions rove* 
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Kcstrain, O Windsl your blustcring forcC'* 
Ye Tcmpcstsl stop your mad carccr, 
Nor strcw each gallant sailor's corse 
Untimely oa a watry bicr* 

SparCy Oh ye Winds ! thc widow's moan, 
Nor force the tcar in Bcauty's eyc^ 
But waft our warriors safely home 
In Lovc and Fricndship's arms to dic«~- 

For, toss'd upon thc wcltcring waves, 
Far fìom thcir friendai and far from homcf 
No stonc can mark the hero's gravcy 
No tcar bcdew the lovcr's tomb* 

Ycty gallant spirits ! shall each name 
Be dear to ev'ry British heart ; 
E'en when wc triumph in your fame 
Thc 8igh shall rise— the tear shall start* 
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Illustnousy to the <end of tìine» 
Each British hero's name shall be* 
Who fell in manhood's hardy prìme««>' 
Wbo fought— who bled} for libertj* 

àpced on, O Time ! the happy day 
That's doomed to lay the Tyrant low^ 
TEen Peace her olive fhall dispky^ 
And Patriots' blood no more ihall £ow« 

How sweet^how soothing is the thought I 
When War's destructive ragc is o'er, 
Peace shall once more, ah! dearly boughtf 
Wave her green olive round our shore*. 

Then cheerful o'er our diffs we'll rove^ 
And mark the peaceful bark glide by % 
And safely thro' her Orange groTC 
Again th' Iberìan fair may hict 
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Exulting shouts 8han rcnd the skjr, 
When warrmg nations bleed no more ; 
And trade shall flourìsh-^Clommerce ily, 
And spread her sails firom shore to shore* 

THE DISTRACTED MOTHEIU 



jir EACE forsakes my throbbing bosom^ 
Reason flies my bursting brain— 

Mercy, Heav'n ! and must I lose him, 
Never see my child again ? 

Hark, yon shrìek that loudly floated 
On thc gale so piercing wild— 

•TÌ8 thc voice on which I doated-^- 
'Tis my darlÌDgy only child* 



Still I see hÌ8 bosom gory,— 
Lo! he's 8tretchM upon his bier. 

Mothers^ when you hear my ^tory^ 
Drop thc sympathetic tear* 
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Edward waa lùy prìde and pka8ttr% 
G^icef ul grew mj manly bof 9 

HÌ8 pure mind a fund of treasure^ 
Seat of innocence and joy* 

But my Edward, fir'd by gloryt 
Fled &om my protecting armcb 

And on m^ny a plain so gory 
Sought the battle's wild alanitt. 

Hark! I hear the conflict raging— 
Groans. of anguish load thè air i^ 

Now my boy the war is wag^ng» 
D^af to all my wild despair. . 

On Coruana's plains surrounded 

By the bloody cruel foe, 
There J saw him, pale and wounded^ 

Sisjìk b^neath the fatal blow. 
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See DeathU tyrant band is Asiditig 
£dward*9 palei yet beauteous face ; 

See the roses, quickly fadÌDg, 
To tlie lìueof death give place* 

Oh! my heart will burst with sighing-*- 

Bleeds mj bosom's inmost core. 
There I saw my Edward dying, 

Weltering, stiffening in his gore. 

All my 8tep8 are mark'd with slaughtery 

Blood of him I call'd my son: 
See hÌ8 pale fonn foUows after ;— 

Edward ! Edward, art thou gone? 

Come> my Edward— but what sadnesa 
Sits upon thy youthful front? , 

Hide thesebkeding wonndsI-^Oh! madness^ 
Hide that rapier'e murdcring pointt 



Shall I never mòre behold theet 
Dearest treasure of mj breast!-^ 

Never in my arms enfold thee^ 
Never be by thee caress'di 

Yet my starting eyes are tearlesSf 
And my buming cheeks are dry ; 

Raging madness makes me fearless— 
Whither, whither, shall I fly ? 

Mark a radiant train altending— 
Edward scales the vaulted 8ky;«w 

See the blazing pomp ascending, 
Far above the stars they fly. 

Stop, my chìld, I fly to meet thee,-* 
Stop my love, my dariing boy, 

Keep thy sweetest smile to' greet men 
In the reakns of endkss joy* 
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Thore no bloodjr hand shall part vOf^ 
TheiTi no ruffian force I'll fear,^ 

There celestxal angeb guard us— 
Hnah each sighy and dry each tear« 



TO MARV. 



^HETf treacherousy tell thee love is sweet^ 
And yet my Mary's cheek is wet 

With many a pearly tear ; 
Ahy tell me theny my lovely maidi 
From whence that liquid wanderer strayMi 

And whènce the sighs I hear ì 

Can Love» so gentle and so ùart 
Put on the semblance thus of Carei 
And cloud thy yottthfiil dayB ? 
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Say^ can he make the bosom wear 
The suit of Woe, and force the teart 
And sighs of Sorrow raise ì 

Alas ! thy bosom's moumful swelly 
The tears that from thy eye-lids fell» 

Relate a moumful tale; 
The roae of beauty is decay'dy 
And on thy cheek> O ! lovely maidf 

Now reìgns the lily pak. 

Gof treacherous Love— I bid thee go» 
Thou art the source of many a woey 

And short tfay boasted joy; 
Thy gales of sighs-^thy streaming tears^ 
Thy anxiouB hopesy and jealous fear% 

My Mary's peace destroy. 

I come in Frìendship's purest gnise 

To dry the tears ftom Mary's cye% 

Aad httsh these sighs of woe: 
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ùo, Lovcy rcstore my MaryVpeace,- 
To pain her gentle bosom ceasey 
And wonted joy bestow. 



THE RURAL WALK. 



* (CoMEy Sally let us range the grove^ 
And taete the sweets that Nature yields ; 
Admire her charms where'er we rove— 
The waving pine and lertile fiields. 

^* Yon awf ul clifF, where groves of pine 
Scarcc wave their dark-green drooping heads, 
And see yon blooming fertile fìeldSf 
Where fragrant flowerets make thdr beds* 

** And see, my Sally, eee yon rose, 
Fast guardsd by its prickling thorns*^ 
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Bnglit emblem of the lovely maid 
Whom Virtue guards, and Peace adoms* 

^* And see yon stream so smooth and clear> 
On whose green banks you oft have 8wore> 
While on my knees your hand I press'd^ 
None but your Strephon to adore/* 

Her hand the swain then raptur'd caught— 
<* Dear maid that stream shall cease to flowy 
£'er Strephon can forget his vows^ 
Or can his Sally's charms forego." 

Fair Sally smiPdi and from her breast 
A little blooming nosegay drew— 
*< These flow'rs may cease to bloomi and fade^ 
But Sally ne'er can prove untrue.'^ . 
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ROSA'S URN. 



JL is night} and the moon faintly chequen the streafii, 
And throws her pale radiance on Rosa's cold um,— 
While disconsolate T wander beneath her pale beamj 
And mourn for the days that can never retum. 

'Tis scarcely a twelvemonth since Rosa was hcre» 
With a form and a mind which an angel might wear; 
But now she is gone, she has left me to mourn, 
And grieve for the days that can nevcr rctum. 

The stream gliding by I encrease with my tears-^ 
Sweet Echo 1 call from her cavera to moum ; 
To me all fair Nature a deep sorrow wearsi 
While I weep for the days that caa ocver 1-ctarnfl, 
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No fileasure I'll taste since my Rosa is gone««- 
The damp earth my bed> and my pillow this stone'; 
Till life's closing moments poor Edgar wiU mourfb 
And grìeve for the days that can never retum* 



THE MANIAC. 



&AY, pensive fair one, whithcr bound ? 
Whosc nut-brown locks, with cyprcss crownM, 
Throw round thy face a moumful cloud 
That doth thy blooming beauties shrowd." 

^^ Dost thou not know," the maid repliedy 
** How Lewis bled— how Lewis died— 
How Lewis in the gravè is hid, 
And sleeps beneath the waving shade? 
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" Stretch'd on the green wood's verdant breast 
My Lewis' form is laid at rest ; 
And hr above yon azure skies 
My I«ewis' sj^otless spirit flies* 

*^ No smile shall on my cheek appear;— 
But hark Ì my Lewis voice I hear : 
** Oh ! come Eudora — ^haste away," 
** I hear my love, and shall obey." 

•* The silence of the grave is bless'd, 
Where all our cares and wanderings rest ; 
Oh! come Eudora— haste away," 
*• I hear, my love, and shall obey :" 

She said, and where the grey oak spread 
Its hoary arms she laid her head ; 
And sinking to the green carth sigh'd 
Her murder'd Lewis' name, and died ! 
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EDWIN'S WISH. 



Ci ivB mey Idnd ^eav'n ! l ask no mor^ 

In some sequester'd grovey 
A cottage neat, before whose door 

MeanderÌDg streamleta rove ; 

Wheret 'mid the boughs, the feather'd rade 

Oft perch and sweetly ung; 
Wild-warbkd music fill the place^ 

While woodland echoes ring ; 

Where Plora doth each spot adom 

With fiowers of every hue, 
The blushÌDg rose upon the thom> 

The violet darkly blue ; 
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Thc lily cloth'd in purest whitc, 

Thc purplc tulip thcrc 
Sprcads its gay lcavcs to catch thc light^ 

Thc yellow cowslip fair. 

Primroscs on thc banks be 8ccn» 
Whcrc murmuring waters play ; 

Lct simplc daÌ8Ìe9 8tud thc green^ 
And cvcry spot be gay. 

Tq crown thc v^holc^ somc charming fatr 
Whose brcast can truely love ; 

C^n shai^ v^th me each anxious care» 
And all my plcasurcs provc* 

Thcrcy frèè from carc^ our dayi shall roD 

In gcntlc pcace and lovc, 
Till Death shall frcc thc weary souli 

Then mount to reahns above. 
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ORPHAN JOAN. 



JI. he blush of Morn was on the skj, 

The fields were fair and green, 
The rippling streamlet murmur'd by, 

And peaceful was the scene ; 
And every bosom beat with joy— 

Each eye with pleasure shoney 
But vain the morning op'd her eye 

And beam'd on wretched Joan. 

Pale was her cheeky wild waa her eye, 

Loose flow'd her yellow haio— 
Oft heav'd her bosom with a sighy 

Poor daughter of Despair ; 
Ànd cold and woe-worn was the maid 

As thus she made her moan— 
'* Is there no hope> no pitying aid, 

For the poor Orphan Joan. 



-'-V 
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<< I was a father's cbief delight> 

A mother's tenderest care,— 
Eacli day was joyfulj calm each nightf 

And every prospect fair ; 
But soon, of every joy bereft— 

Ere fourteen sprìngs were gone, 
No sire, no mother dear, was left 

To guide the steps of Joan. 

** My only brother, far from home, 

Pour'd forth his dearest blood, 
Ambition's dangerous path to roam 

Thro' Glory's crimson flood ; 
And all my father's little store, 

Regardless of my moan, 
His cruel creditors soon tore 

From the poor Orphan Joao- 
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<< No frieod m the wide wòrld I hal 
To save me from despair^-— 

Alas ! the thought soon drove me mad^ 
A dread respite from care ; 

Retuming reason but restor'd 

A broken heart to groan^ 
Nor would the world one smile afibni 

To soothe the woes of Joan* 

** And now I wander every day 

Soft Pity's boon to crave, 
And weep each dreary night away 

Upon my parents* grave ; 
No hopcy no comfort, now remains> 

For every friend is gone,— 
No gentle pity soothes the pains 

That wring the heart of Joaut^' 

D 
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ThtiSf all day long, the mourner ttt 

TiU evening'a ailent houri 
And wept and moum'd her wretched fate 

Ànd woes beyond a cure ; 
At length a stranger passing by 

Was startled by her groan, 
He tumM with pity in his eye 

To soothe the woes of Joan. 

^* O, gentle maid ! what heavy grief 

Thus swells thy labouring breasty 
Sayi can I brìng thy woes relief, 

Or gfive thy sorrows rest ?" 
^ Ah ! no relief my woes can know, 

Or hush my bosom's moani 
Yet shall my tears soon cease to flow«-« 

Death wiU rclieve poor Joao.'' 



§ 



# 
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Witli w3d amsneel the stranger gazM 

Upon (he weeping maid» 
When slow her sinking head she rais'd 

And thud she faintly said ; 
^* Yet think not gratitude deniedf 

'Tis due to you alone-^*' 
<« Eternal Heav'n !" thc youth repKcdi 

** It Ì8 my sister Joan!" 

He press'd her to his beating brealN-* 

** Joauna! ever dear, 
Revive my sister to be bless'd* 

And dry each falling tear ; 
And Ì8 it thus I find thee heref 

Neglected and aloncy 
No frìend to soothe the pangs tfaat Mt 

The geade beart of Joao} 
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^' Bùt wealth and hmc, Joanna deafy 

Kind Fate on me be8tow'd> 
To share them with a sister dear 

My breast impatient glow'd ; 
Then let it be my tenderest care 

To hush each anxious moan-^ 
O I may AfFection's warmest prayef 

Restore sweet health to Joan." 

Soft on hÌB sister's bleeding heart 

Like dew his accents fell, 
And bade it, free from sorrow's smarty 

With tenderest rapture swell ; 

• ■ < V ■ 

Now fìlial loye> domestìc easey 

For all her woes atone^ 
And plenty, comfort, love, and peacey 

Bleas aU the days of Joao. 



■*»-v* 
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ADDRESS TO THE EVENING STAR. 

WRITTEN IN SHETLAND* 



Bright Travcllcr of yon bluc cxpansc* 
Throwing thro' clouds thy silvciy glanccy 

The dcwy cvening to adornt 
Say, on what shorc shall I appear^ 
Whcn thou> as whcels the rolling ycafj 

Shalt ushcr in thc mom ? 

Still must thcse barren plains and hiUs} 
Thcsc ruggcd rocks and scanty rìllsy 

My narrow prospcct bound ? 
Must If whcre Nature's bountcous ha&d 
Doth cvcry rural charm commandj 

Say^ must I ne'er be found? 



H 
StiQ on these plains, where scantly spits^ -j 



A 



Xhe modest daisy lifts its head> 

Or lurks amid the broomy 
Still with pall'd eye view o*er agaia 
Thin scatter'd on the stony plain 

The primrose scarcely bloom ? 

Oft Fancy wanders many a mile 

'O'er scenes where Nature loves to smile^ 

And scatters charms around» 
Where rocky mounts on mounts ariset 
Whose towMng summits kiss the skies^ 

With Icafy forests crown'd. 

Or where the dreadful cataracts roar, 
Or where the emiling vallcy o'er 

T?bc roUing rivers glidc ; 
Or where the lake expands to vieW| 
•Reflecting on its bosom blue, 

'Tbc mountain's woody ùdc; 



! 
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Still must this ocean's liquid rount 
, My dreary prospects e?er bouhd(f 
On Fancy's wings while bome 

My weary soul delights to roam 
l To other lands, another home^ 
f Nor wishes to return ? 



O'ER THE SEAS AND FAR AWAY^ 



JcAREWELL ye hiUs, farewell ye dalef» 

My native plains a last adieu ; 
I leave you all, nor shed a tear, 
To roam the world^ dear tar ! with you* 
O'er the feas and far away, 

Where biUows rage and tempests blow> 
FU foUow Henry far away, 
With him around the world PH go* 
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Adieuy adieuy my dearest friendsy 
My kindred all a long farewell;«« 

But will you still continue true, 
When far from those who love me well? 

Ye flowers! that claimM my tenderest caref 
Aiid bloom'd beneath my fostering hand^ 

Say, wiU ye bloom when Vm away> 
Far from my dear lov'd native land? 

YeSf ye will bloom unseen by me» 
Uncherìsh'd by my fosterìng hand ; 

I leave you to my Sister's care> 
And you will all her care demand. 

No tempests can appsd my hearty 

When bless'd with you, my faithful tarl 

With you m keep the watch at night, 
And bnrre witb you the shocks of war. 



\ 
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And when death wings his arrows keen^ 
To pìerce this faithful heart of mine— 

I'll lay me on my Henry's breast, 
And in his arms my life resign. 

Thusy when I'm summon'd to the tomb, 

When death's subduing wound is given ;-• 
O f what a liappy hope is mine, 
To meet my faithful tar in heaven! 
O'er the seas and far away, 

Where biUows rage and tempests blowj 
I'll follow Henry far away, 
With him around thc world l'll go. 
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TO HOPE, 



O Hope ! dellghtful nymph, appcar, 
And bring thy laughing tràin with thec> 
lUumc the drcary coming ycar, 
And set thc wild nymph Fancy frec. 
For Sprìng has flcd for many a day, 
Bright Summer dwells on kindcr plains, 
E'en yellow Autumn fades away, 
And Wintcr's gloomy despot rcigns; 
Yet, what tho' gloomy Winter rciga^ 
A despot o'er thc blasted year, 
Shall I or melancholy feign, 
Or heave a sigh, or shcd a tcar? 

Away then, dark Despondencyr 
This hcart fhall never harbour thee! 
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Tho* Fortune frownS) tho' Nature lowert^ 
Despair, O Hopef thj deadly foey 
Remorse and Fear, his dreadful powersjt 
The guiltless heart can never know» 
Then^ what tho' Fortune on me frowns, 
What tho' this hand she ne'er may kiss? 
Kind Hope my humble prospects crown^^ 
And paints fair scenes of future bliss! 
Hilarity and mirth shall lead 
In jocund bands the circling year, 
'Till Sprìng again shall paint the mead, 
And Winter's horrors disappear. 

Away then, dark Despondency! * 
Thìs breaft shall never harbour thee I 
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TO JENNY OF YELL. 



J:JI EAVENLY angels hover round thecy 
Guard thy innocencCf sweet maid! 

Vìrtue's radìant train surround thecy 
In celeftial robes anay'd. 

On thy cheek of youthful beautyy 
Long may health's fair roses blooma 

Long may fUial love and duty 
Bind thee to thy humble home* 

May thy swain prove fond and faithful^ 
May your loves together bloom ; 

But if falscy may Justice wrathful 
Drìve th' ÌDConstant to his doorn* 
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Heavenly angels hover round tbee^ 
Guard thy innocencey sweet maid; 

Ò! may falsehood never wound theCy 
In love's artful wiles arrrayed. 

But if Jenny meets that treasure, 
A pure heart that's fond and.true-*- 

Love on you pour every pleasure, 
Ever smiling ! ever new ! 

Go and dwelly each bliss enjoyingy 
In your nativfUi-.f^ile Isle; 
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Pleasuresy whicMpQ^U ne'er find clo^ring-*- 
Shall upon :your;.-|^on smile! 



Theny no wrìnging woes gìgantic, 
E'er shall wander where you dwell; 

On the 8ea*beat shore romanUcy 
Iq thy native Isle of YelL 
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a-HE SHETLAND FISHERMAN. 



• Mt** 



O, fiair arose the summcr dawn, 
No sullen mist was seen to lour^ 

Night's dreary shadows were withdrawn, 
And Moming brought her golden hour. 

Soft was the air, and breathing balm, 
The sea-fowl clamour'd on the shore, 

The sky serene, the ocean calmy 

And hushed the breakers' deafening roar^ 

Andy slowly in the glittenng east, 
The 8un now raised his orient head^ 

His beamy glorieS} round him cast, 
Oa rock and eteep their radianee shedi 
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A trembling stream of glory hy 
Across the ocean's rìppling bed^ 

And quick hÌ8 bright beams sipp'd away 
The dew-drop8 from each grassy blade« 

The 80?irìng lark 8oon mock'd the eye« 
But 8till was heard his matin song, 

The 8ea-gull floats with ominous cry» 
The hungry i-aven flits along. 

^nd heard was many a female voice^ 
That echoed o'er the rocky shore; 

And lispitig children gay rejoice, 
And listen for the distant oar. 

At length the six-oar'd boat appears^ 
Slow moving o'er the unruffled tide ; 

Their longy long ftay, with artless tearS} 
Their littlc prattlers fondly chidc. 
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<< How couldahee stay so long at seaf 

High blew the wind, and Mammy wept^t 
Tom could not deep} but thought on theey. 
' Tho* sweetly littk Mary slept.'* 

Anxious the wife her husband views^ 
Who weary drags his limbs along ; 

Hey J^ate! hc gayly crics, what new«f 
Then carols bHthe his moming song, 

*< How couldst thou, WiUiam, stay so long 
Upon the dark and stormy sea; 

Where tempests sweep, and dangers throng, 
So far from thy dear babes and me^ 

O ! dark and dismal was the night, 
And fearful was the tempest's roar;— 

Andmany a sheeted ghost, or sprite, 
Shrkk'd wildly on the sea-beat shore. 
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X lÌ8te&M fcarful tp the windf 
Asd heard a groan in every bhstl 

A thousand fears disturbM my mind^ 
È'en when the tempest'a rage was past/'^ 

But we*ve successful been, dear Kate^ 
Behold, my lass^ that plenteous bad!— * 

To-day, I mean^ to dine in statet 
On haddocky turboty Qngy and cod« 
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The fairdy swain, with raptar'd.eyet» 
Kiisei hi8 rose-lipp'd babes and Kate^ 

Then to his humble home he hieSf 
^nd blesses Heaven with heart datCt 

Tho' coarse hb farC) yet sweet to toil 

'" • ... 

The morsel aeems, to hu9ger swcet! 
The scan^ produce of the soilt 
. Bj S|it« Sitpared both d^ aad mU 
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Then on hìs BÌYiw bèd caf eless thrbWD^ 
He finls into the arms of deep; ^ 

Leaves it tò paltry* Wealth to groao, 
Atid pamper'd Lnxiiry tò wèep. 
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POOR EX.OIZA. 

JLBE ^▼er Moon, pale queen of starrj tàght, 

' ' - * < * ' • 

Hangs ih the ^rmament her'crescentbright; 

..".'■,. ' • • I- 

MiUib'ns of stàrft the azure concavt stud 

• » ', ' ' ' 

And tiny fìiries trìp àmoBg thè^ood. 

Th« iittwiii Aow atebHng o^er iu jpebbled bcd, 

To Cynthia glancee thro' thc chequer'd ihadey 

AU^ all Ì8 hush'd in soft and calm repoBCf 

And scarQC a zè^tiyr woòes the Ìragrant rose; 
• tt' ''■ ' ■ ■ ' 

And mankin<r 8 eyes in tièàvy sltbribeni aeal'^ 

Now'ace m dÌt&S8'^tlmtlfitttfe'&t'e''feteard% 
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And 18 eack ejt in gentle dttmber cIq8%''j 
And 18 each fonn in Morpheus' .amls itpOf'dt :^ 
Does no rudè sortow banish gentle Skep^ : . 
And leave tbe wretch throf thè long night to w^p? 
Ah^ me! from many an eye thc dewy charm 
Is wash'd away by tears, 'and wild alarmr . ' 
Oft giye8 tO'horror theirdisordeifd night8t* 
And the 8oft stranger from thdr eye^ida ftightà: 

_Btatwlioi..hc, Wl»08ealab.rtcrarin, . ' 
Cross'd on.^her heaving bosom's^nowy dbaràiti/ 
Thu8 9irith quick 8tep àaà thit>bbing breast Ì8 ititnf 
When Cynthia shineffy to'wahder o'erthegreeii? 
But 8htf:can shbd no tèai', juid.heaTe^ ai^-irO 
See! fiery madnesaflashesrfai.her^eyei 
O ! why 8hould Reasòii^ ahd her bappy traiii> w 
ForsaU-^ b^itfaai'ndbrluiewcftPtF&lì-r^ / 
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%^* mmNk by nature ia tlie rural shà^; 

Her faoe and fom were loTdy, and her m»à 

Wb8 YÌftaoufy modesty Boble^ fr^nk, and Idnd; 

No luiking ill her spotleas bosom knew^ 

Her vìrtuet man j» and her errors few* 

And eould not bcauty« worth^ and yout)i combio^d, 

liisure^poor j^loiza peace of inind?«» 

Young HaigfaTè'camcy the ^bject slave dl.goLà^ 
And w her ear the softest story told; 
With cunnbg àrt pretended ^worth refin'dt 
And only praisM the beauties'C^f her mind| . 
Used every art he could inVent) -to nsove ' 
Her tender pityy òr to win her love. 
-«;He soon suceeeded— Eloiza'a heart ; 
Wa9 made too gealle fbr thc viBain'd irtt 



But wfaen he fband.no fortune yi^.òìid^xewut ^ 
• His £ucied pasdon) and his feign'd regardf 
He fled and left her» (wretched and betrai^'djt]; 
Ta court a rìcher and a haughtier maid; > 

, And now» alas! when Heaven's resplesdent.fi^t 
Àre lighted up, and weary man retirea 

• ■ . * 

To taste the pleasures of refreshing sleep^ 

• • •* 

Poor Eloiza wàkes to watch and weep. 
^ . Beneath'yon wood's umbrageous-shade^she tp^ifs 
The gloomy haunt that Eloiza loves.; 
Or by yon waterfall's tremendous height^ ^. 
That dashingy roarìng^ pours its waters bQg£t 

- * » 

Adown its rocky channel> or at eve 

■ * *■',''.■ 

Where ocean's waves the sandy lea-beach &Te> 
I've seen the fah: her hasty footsteps urge 
Along the margin of the murmaring sòrge; 
Ou carekss, hanging o'er some rocky steep) . 
Whfse fcet are circled hy tks: biHèwy deej|»} 



Vjlltffo&ùgf with Tacant eye, to tbe deep roa? 
Of veHÙcu wa^ci against the rocky Bhore. . 
Hb parent now remaìns her grìefs to sooth^ 
No £utb{ul Iriend her pillow Ver to smoothi 
No brother kind her wanderìng steps to guidet 
No cfièerìng home her wretched headto hide; 
Aloney uncomforted, her feeble fbrm 
Ifl left unshelter'd to the unpitying storm* 

làutthouy O! HargraTel author of her wòe^ 
Canst thoii enjoy or pleasure or repose? 
l)oe9 Eloiza's faded form appear^ 
And wfth remorse thy peijur'd bosom tear$ 
Or fancy pìdnt each woe she does enduret 
The grave her refiige, death her only cwrcì 
Canst thou'her reasony or her peace restore^ 
And hìd her wanderìngs and her woes be o'erf 
Ahl nO}-«>remor8e and anguish soon shall seixe 
Tby faithlesB hiearty and rob tby soid of 'eiie^ 
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Hcr wrongsiher woe9»«haIl haunt thee nigbt^and dayi 
And drìve eachpleasure from thy guilty way; 
While she dK>ve each earthly carc shall rìwcp 
Andy pityingt view thee froxn her native akies* 



THE OLD COQtJETTE'. 
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^^HAT. magic hand has .dumg^d the ^Wj 

That once could every blifs bestow; 
Why Ì8 my bosom^s tenant Fain^ • • 
.,Why iamy cup sofullof woe^ ;• 

!tor scàrce ten years have roDi|d a^ayt 
Since I in beauty'siprìde was secn, 

No nympk %o chearful, blithe» and.gay, 
E'er sportfid on the^erdant green* 
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Wfaere are thè swaÌDs who utki to kneef, 
And 8Ì^ their souls beneath my feet? 

Whcre are the joys I uscd to feel— 
And whère àrè àll iny triuipj^hs greaif 

All fied before thy conquerìng hand) 

O Timc! .tlby.cru.cl ravagc Bce, , 

»--...... » ■ . . . .■ 

I bow bcneath thy fitcro command, 
And yield to wrinkled Age and tbee* 

These rìòglett bnee 'of raten ^u^ ' 
Q Tiffid thy 8il¥er lÌTcry wcar, 

These eyes, onac tinged with heaTcnly ììlfit, 
Are dinsm'd by fidling^ prìd^^ big ttìuu 

Thi^ fbrm oace graceful as tiie cccd 
That beikb Co ctrery passÌAg ga!e, 
1 8 tclt Itke 0sme negkcCed wc^, ' 

To witircr «9 it^ mlve ^^ . 
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ThÌ8 cheeki that once could boast the roie^ 

'Is lòishig all it8 youthful glow; 
Age and neglect come armed with woesy 

Which nòne but minds like mine can knowv 

O ! had I listenM to thc tale 
Augustus wbisper'd in minc ei(r; 

Nor made his cheek with sorrow pale» 
Nor chìÙ'd his Ipvc with frowns scverc! 

With etfery art I stroTC to gain . 

His noUe hearty devoid of guik; . 
^ut when he sighing told his pain> 
, fleft jny victim with a imile. 

fihort time I trìumphM in his paijiy . 

Or love with haughtiness repay'd; 
He left me with a just disdain, 

To court a &irer^' gentkr niaid. . 
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' Wìth anguish and despair I mark . 
£ach joy thdr happy union crowal 
Viewr my own prospects* drearyi darky 
Where cvery object scems to frown. 



ROGER AND SUSAN- 
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JEjLow happy are the charming pair» 
Who live iu'yon romantic glen! 

For Susan is the lovehest hkf 
And Roger is the best of men. 

When Sprìng or Sununer lift their head9>» 
And lambkins sport with artless pranks^ 

And Ìlowerets make thrir verdant beds 
On thc translucent strcamlet's banka. 
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I^om cvety shrub tkat scents tbe ait» 
jEie cropg a blossom wet wìth dew» 

And with it forms a garland £iir, 
To deck the chesnut locks of SiiCw 

Then on the turf supinely laid> 
With not a care to vei his mindj 

He 8Ìng8 hÌ8 ever lovely maid^ 
HÌ8 Susan ever fair and kind* 

■» • 'y. 

*Iht 8ong Ì8 simple as the swain-- 
He sings in wiid untutor'd lays 

The plea8ure8 of tbe rural plain, 
Aud then hÌ8 lovely Susan's praise* 

R,OGER'S SONG. 
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Xjì comei my lovel ihe Spring retumii 

1 hear her herald in the grove, 

i, . " ■ . ' * - 

The shepherd's breast wìth tapturc burns, 
And all 18 harmony andlove. 
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What Tarious beauties paiat the scener - 
The rural scene still form'd to please^ 

Where virtuei lovet and friendship reigny** 
Where dwell contcntmenti healthi and eascr 

We'll wander up yon woodland hilli 

Whère Spring's sweet infant breczcs Uow, 

And seatcd by some limpid rìlli 
Survey tlie charming scenc below*' 

Yon stream that smoothly winds along * 
On whose blue breast tbe zephyrs sleepi 

The shepHerd's pipci the milk-maid's song; 
Thè valley silver'd Ver with sheep. 

^hc fùrest flowers that Flora yields* 
To deck thy chèsnUt locks I'll bring ; 

111 pull the flowers that deck tfie fieldsi 
Ànd gather all the sweets of Sprìh^ 
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Aad there tbe viotet shall trjr 
To match thy eyes' celestial \Aàty 

The openiog Moss-rose too shall yie 
With thy fidr cheek's vennil]MM| hoii^: 

The Biountaia daisy there sball spread- 
Its bosom white as Alpine soow, 

To m^tch thy neck, my lovely maid, 
Buty ah! itwants that charming gIow« 

And all their varìed sweets combin'd 
To match thy sweeter breath shall try^ 

But when their sweets surpass'd thcy findt 
Shadl droop their languid heads and'die. 



jThus &òger sings^-the echoing hiUs 
: -Repty to the enraptur'd swaiof 
^nd imòother flow the mormuriag, riUsf 
WhHc smilnig Sue approvet the s^iatm 



No jealous dotibts dÌ8tùri> Ìus heait^ ^ 

Where truth aaid tove dèlight to dw^ 

For Susan's fairi and Yoid of arty 
Andwhocan RogePs rapture teU ? • 

Kor let the pride of power and wealth 
Desptse their hmnble birth and fame^ 

For their's are competence and health^ 
And what are titles but a name? 

An empty namei as light as airi 
Unless with worth and virtne join'd; 

Can titles bre^ the bdnds of carci 
Can they enlarge the narrow mind? 

While Virtuei like the lofty oak » 

Shall tower her hestdi the fbrest's pridef 

The storms^of FatCi the tempest's ahbck. 
FaH harmless at bct gu^ided: ddci 
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Vice» like some wealc and gaudy flower 
That spreads hs bosom to the sud^ 

Ere Evening brings her silent hoùr 
Is scatter'd far, and qùite undone. ' 



BERTRAM AND £VA. 



i • 



*'^ND mu8t ìf £v8f from thee part? 

From Eva part to meet no more!— 
They tear thee from my bleeding heart, 

An* all the joys of life àre o^er. 

^* Yetf £mma! tho* thy soldier goes 
To lose hÌ8 lifef the law's decrecy 

My lote will Jeven death oppose^ 
AnSXthy guardìan aprk be* 
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*^ At oae— thisheart will cease to bcat— • 
But» whjf dear Maid! thy cheek so pale? 

Do8t thoa not yet thla murderer hateì 
Does not thy love for Beittam fiul? 

^* Hark! it strikes one— the knell of deathl 
Yet thy soft eyes still speak thee tme; 

Still thou call'st back the fleeting~breath, 
Stilly Btill this fond heart dings to you.'^ 

** And are thyhands with mnrder stain'd? 

And YanÌ8h'4 all thy well eam'd fiune! 
CaQ't all the glory thou hast gain'd 

Now.sare thee fironl dxsgrace and shame? 

<^ Just Heaven! are thescour promìs'd jòfsl'* 
The^pleasares but with life to ceaseJ • 

Our hearts despk'd wealth's paltry toys^^ 
Ànd oi4y sought ^otiteot and pcacc^k 



81 

^ But ziever more contcnt or peaecf 
Within this wretchèd breast 'sball rise; 

When Sertram's heart to beat shall 'ceàsef 
That hour shall clòse his Eva's eyes**f 



She ceas'dy he rais'dtiis linked chiin> ! ' / 
The linked chain clankM on the floor; 

He pausMI he sigh'd— and ùgfaM agaifi!;' 
Slow oa its hinges creaqked tbe docK)» ' 

The dreadful messengers of Deatk 
Appear in sable garbs array^d!— 

Where amiies meet on yonder heatliip 
Tke youthful victim they convey'd* 

Compos'd and steady was bis airt 

His yoathful brow serenely grave;— 
- O! gradous Monarch! hear our prayeTf 
O ! deign the gestle youth to Sftve* 



'Xt 
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^TU paitt hit meaiQred path is trody 
The XDQBket'f rais'dy hi« trìal's o'er;«- 

"And Bcttnuiiy welterkig ta fais Uoedy 
Sleeps pak ia death^-to wake ao moref 

0! let kis mors be forgifen, 
And let fiùr Eva'a sorrows ccase;— 

Bttt» aeey abe wìngs her waj to Heavèà! 
ftettt gtnde Spiriti! reit in peacct 
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THE FUNERAL. 



• •'•9<% 



'^Ì^h! mCf what mournful traln is yont 
That dowly winds along the valef 

How sadly «ounds the funeral song» 

Slow floating on the erening gale! 

<< Why do the lovely maidens weep 
So sadly o'er yon moumful bier? 

Why do the gentle shepherds sigh? 
And why the aged drop the tear? 

<* And why, whik on the coffin's lid 

The new.raÌ8M earth doth rattlmg fall^ 
Bursts sorrow's lamentation lond 

Rcfpmi8Ìte£om tbe Iip9 of «02*1 



84 

^< Comey gentle strangeri Test with me 

.On the green banks of yonder riUy 
That-^moothly winds so sweet and clear 

AÌong the foot of yonder hill. 

♦ • •< 

« 1*11 tell thce why the maidens weep 
So sadly o^cr the moumful bier;— 
lUl tell thee why the shepherd's sigh! 
And why the aged'drop the tearl 

'** Seet at the foot of yonder hilly 
That lift& its^ grey head to the ski^ 

An ancient castle's lofty towers - 
And moulderìng battlements arise. 

<^ Withia ^on castle's moulderìng iirallsr 
That feel the iron'*hand of Time, 

The gallant youth> Sir Edgar dwells» 
la flqwer of youth and maoboQ^'tf prìme. 
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** The pine-tree on the mountain't side, 
That waves its green-tops on thc breeze; 

The wUlow bendìng o'er the flood 
VÌQ^d. not with Edgar's grace and easigt 

** But what avails each outward grace? 

Or what the person's £ading channfttT 
When no kind Virtue decks the breasty 

Nor Truthi nor Faith^ the bosom warm^ 

** Elfrida was the IoTelie6t maid 

Tliat yonder valley ever knew; 
Sòft blushes mantled on her cheek» 

And lovcly were her eyes of blue. 

** And.in her mild and gentle heart 
Each radiant virtue lòv'd to dwell; 

I've mark'dy when virant or woe came by» 
That gentle hegrt witb pity swell* 
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« Nòr e'cr at fair Elfrida's door 
Tfae tremUÌBg beggar sued in Tain; 

Nor e'er her reidy hand refos'd 
Tc ease the wants of woe and pain* 

'< £ut now a cold and breathless cone 
In yonder grave Elfirida lies'^— 

^' My God!" the ttarting stranger cried, 
With inadnest fiashiog from his eyes. 

In vain the stranger strove to hide, 
The paogs that made his bosonv bleedi 

But 8000 he check'd the 8tniggling BÌgh^ 
And bade the won&ring swain proceed; 

'^ And didst thou koow the haplessiaii? 

That in yon lowly grave is laid? 
Oh!* then o'er fair Elfìida's wrongs 

Po dio« tlne tear of pìty Atim 



*^ Tvrt yeart their tnntial conite )iitmi& 
Smce fint Aagustusy oobk youtliy 

(Sir Edgar's brother) woo'd tbe fludd^ 
And vow'd etemal love aod tnth. 

«< But fh! EUnda'i matchleis chams 
Soon woa hit guiky brother'a beart^ 

Rous'd the wild passions of his breast 
And bade him act the TÌBai&'s part* 

« With deep laid art be seemM to bonir 
At purest friendship's halbw'd fancj 

While plotting in his coward heart 
Hi8 brother's plighted biide to gai& 

<< But now the dbeful trump of war 
Call'd the two brother's tothe fieid, 

Agustus left the £nr bc Wd 
To fctce tis t9m%tf9 ùfaìo ySài* 
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" Tfkcf parted>.and Elfrida wcpt 

Hei; absent lovCf with streamìng eyes > 

3vLtf, ah! Àugustus ne'er rtturh'd 
To httsh Elfrtda's ceaseless aighs* 

Augustus never more retum'd^ i 
But vt^hen the base Sir Edgar camc 

With }oy and trìumph in hÌ8 eyes 

He 8000 'confess'd th' unhallow'd flan^e." 

« And did the false Elfiida yield?" 
With wilder looks the stranger cried» 

(< Ah» no! BtiU to Augustus trucy 

3he scomed his love" the swain replied. 

<< Augustus then in hoiiour's bed 
A cold and bloody corse is Iaid| 

My heart no other love can know/' 
TbVfidi: £l&ida ofthas^aid* 
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<' Oh! leave me still to mourh my lossr - 
And let my wìdow'd heart coxn|>laif)^- 

A heart that ever fthall retum 
Your hated love a just disdain.^ 

** His person and his fbrtune scorn'd» 
His profFer'd lovo'with hatc rctum'd j. 

Soon chang'd that love to scora and hate» 
And with revenge his bosom bum'd. 

^< Soon from her aged guardian's arms 
By. force he tore the trembling maid^- 

With bleeding heart I saw the fiùr 
To yonder dreary tower convcy'd.. 

^' There four long years Elfrìda moiUn'dì 
Bexeft of freedom and of pei^ciSf «. 

While mirth rung thro* the ancient hall, 
Where feasta and revels ncw oea^e« 
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*^^hcre okf I ween, the midnight moon^ 
Has i^tness'd poor Elfrida's woes, 

And there last moming^s radiant sun 
Upon her hreathless corse arose* . 

** Yet when the sun last day went down^ 
And evening's dusky shadows ftU» 

From Edgar^s castky on the g^le 
The sounds of mirth and laughter swell. 

*< O ! where has Heaven his Ughtnings stay^l, 
That doth not quick the tyrant doom"— 

'< It lingers not (the stranger cried) 
The hour of retrìbution's come* 

<< O! dear Elfrìda, murdered fafa*, 
O ! linger neary thou soon shak see 

By this firm handt thy murd'rer fie 
A bleeding lacrificc to thd^- 



91 

<< For not on battle's bloodj fidd 
The foeman laìd Augustus low;— 

'Twas Edgar's arm tkat rais'd the steel^ 
A brother'a hand that atruck the blow. 

** And> tho' kind Heaven iny life did 6ave> 
Yct many a long and lingering year,; 

Within a dungeon's noispme gloom 
Augustus did his moments wear.'' 

With wild amazei and deep surprise 
Aghast the wondering peasant stands; 

Then sobbing, dropp'd upon his knees, 
And bath'd with tears Augustus' hands. 

'* But) comcy Augustus wildly crìed 
I folk>w vengeance bkx^dy call;^' 

Then witb quick step and frantic mein 
He sought St* Garvin's andent hall* 
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There 'mìdst his guests, Sir Edgar sat 
With splendid dress and haughty airf 

But anguish gnawing at his heart^ 
Black seat o£= terror aud despair.- • 

He started up with wild affrighti 
HÌ8 brother's faded form he view'd-^ 

Down dropp'd the goblet from his handi^ 
And cold damp drops his forehcad dew'd! 

*< Just Heavenl what ghastly spectrc's yon— 
Why hast thou left thy bloody tomb? 

Or dost thou* dreadful Vision! come 
To wam me of approaching doom." 

<< If I?m a spectre of the tomb^ 
What hand prepaPd that tomb fòr me? 

What» villaini broke Elfrida's heart ! 
-Say^ do Z now that viUain wV* 
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*' Forgivc, forgive," he madly ctied^ 
Whilc terror fix'd his stony eye! 

** Have pity on my sòul ! fòrgive;-^ 
Forgive, Augustus^ for I diel" 

Augustus check^ his liftcd arm» 

He sheathed the unstained steel again; 

For tender mercy touch'd his souly 
And Mercy triumph'd not in vain* 

Ìtepentance wrung SirEdgar^s heart, - 
Deep was each groaiìf! the spirit flies^ 

J^nd, O ! let Qhristians humbly hc^ 
He m^ forgiveiiess in the skies. 

Augustus sought thc cloister's gloom, . - 
Far£x)m the busy haunts of men, 

Where.heavenly cahn, religion purCf 
And holy quict Bootbed his^paiiu 



1 
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TO CHARLOTTE. 



]C Took thee, fakhless! to my breasti 
And 89 a sweet and welcome gaest 
1 lodged thee ìq mj inmost heart^ 
And hdd thee as ìts dearest part* 

But hence» thou fickle gii4f away! 
Nor more my ^thful heart betray, 
Gof find a bosom like thy own, 
A haughty mìnd, a heart of stone* 

foTf ah! to banish my repose 
Tliy winning fricndship sweetly rose^ 
With artless looks and manners gayf 
And 8tdc my carelctt heart a«ray. 



Butf Charlottel since I*m once-^eceiv'd, 
Since Frìendship feign'd this heart hath grìev'd, 
I Bcorn thy falsehood to deplore,— 
Proud girl ! 1*11 never love thee inore. 

Yet think not that without a tear— 
I banish'd all my love sincere^ 
Or thought that thou wert false co me-*> 
But "^ -i thÌ8 Ì8 my last sigh for thce. 
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THE MISER A^CD WOODMAN. 



'^ OhI cold and suUen blows the windf 
And fast descends the rain ; 

Oh 1 opc thy doory for once be kind, 
Relieve an aged swain. 

^ Hark to the thunder's dreadful roar» 
The vivid lightning's glare;— 
For pity's sakef Oh! ope thy doox^ 
And hearken to my prayer." 

Thu8 at the Miser's fast locked doot 

An aged stranger stand^, 
And for admittance doth implorci 

A^ wrìng^hts feeble handst 
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la Taiai— fof oo a stcny heact 

Tbe pitcous accents feU: 
He bade tbe aged man departt 

Wbose anguish none caa telL 

Par o'er tbe lone and dtorm*beat beatk 

Tbe wanderer beld bis way; 
So keen bis woesy he prayed for deatk 

To snatch him hence away* 

Now near a dump of aged trees 

Tbe weary wanderer drew» 
Wben from a cot some feeble rays 

jStruck sudden on his view. 

Hi8 bosom glowed with new spruog hopci 

He neach'd its lowly door* 
Soon'to hÌ8 plaint the door did epcj 

And balf his carea were o'er* 
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.£efore a cbeerful \>l9ai^g fice^ 

Its humble m^fter itogdi 
Its mistress robe4 Ì0 fÌMi^ altW 

Pr^duced theis frugal food# 

A smSiflg bof^ witk'Iooks (tf love 

And cbeek ^ rofy hutf 
Witb mBXkj' a cbiUÌBh tiick^ now atrove 

To attract t}ie •traDg^r's view. 

« 

Tbe beart^ wekoB)^ they bestow, 
Their sweet aiid wholiMome fMT> 

Bade his coid h«aFt with pkasune' glow^ 
And banisbM aH kk cars* 

Ai^ EQip-th^ frugal^ tuppeF made» 
The night wMi p^a^Fer theT^ chMOf 

And 'nta^ the woodmao^s lowly •bffi 
He cuok b ima^r^oie. 



The àtoFm with wfld reBÌstless 9Wiy» 
Roar'd round the miser's dome^ 

Àod 80^11 the tott'ring building hf 
Its niggard master's tomb* 

Moulderiog amid its dreary gloom 
Witb hts Wd wealth be Iay» 

The humbte woodman cheer'd his hoale 
Tor umj a bappjr day* 
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SARAH AND THE WATER SPRITE. 

JL WAS on a glcfcmy Aprìl day, . 
On Brassa'B hills tbe mist was grey^ 

And cold and chilling waft the wind^ 
When Sarah on the rocky shore 
' Sat lifttening to the tempest's roary 
Her head upon her hand redinM. 

Fair Sarah was the loveliest maid 

That e'er o'er Brassa's mountains stray'd, 

Her blushes siade the rose look pale; 
Her aubom tresses unconfìn'd 
Light sported on the Bummer wind> 

Or fluttered on the wintry gale» 
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Oft while tbe gentle Ssrrah suog 
The rocks with vocal music rungy 

While J^cho from her mossy cave 
Catching the wild notes, warbled high> 
Or, as away they softly die, 

Repeats them to the listening wave* 

" Oh! why,*' she 8Ìngs» " does William stay^ 
From me and his dear frienda away, 

To roam a stranger to repose 
O'er the. rough sea's inconstaat breast, ' 
Whose angry biUows never rest, 

The sport of every storm that blows ì 

^< When last upon the foaming tide 
l.saw the vessel proudly.ridey 

That bore my constant heart away^ 
When parting on the moonlight shorc 
He vow'd to love me o'er and p'eo 

And softly in my e?ur did 9»yj''. 
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<* 3j the pale mooti and azure^ skj^ 
And by Heaven's awful majestyy 

I swear I'U neVr lovt one but thee. 
Ye Heavenly guard»n$t»f the good 
That watch us on the troubkd flood ! 

Forsake rae if I perjur'd be!' 



1»' 



** There^ m the sacred face of Heaven^ 
To hìm my solemn vows were g^ven; 

And if I ^^er #ere hàst I prayed 
That he who won ray faithkss keart 
Should act like me th' intonstant's part, 

And leave me nnn'd and betrayed;" 

Thos Sarah song in artless lays 

Her WilUam's love^ her WilUam^s sraise^ 

Ndr dreamM a listeniflg ear was nig1i> 
WheB^ lo! bcside the biUowy flood 
À brìghter form than mortal stoodi 

And vkw^ hcr wìth enniituPd fjvv 
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Like golden threadS) or sunny bcams, 
HÌ8 hair in many a ringlet streams 

Adown hÌ8 shonlders fair ; 
Bright was hÌ8 bloomy and his dark eye 
Like stars in bleak December's sky, 

And hea^enly was hÌB air* 

A jetty coorsert dark aa nighty 
Bedde him stood in hamess bright, 

And neighing pawed thc sand | 
With wild impatience toss'd his maiie> 
Whìle gracefolly the silken tein 

Slung from his master's hand* 

While Sarah gaz'd with wonderìng eyet 
And«thought some angel from the skìd^ 

Had deign'd on earth to tread, 
The gnceful stranger 8Ìlence broke^ 
Soft music warbled while he fpokcy 

And thui addren'd the miùd«« 
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" Shalt thou, O 1 loveliest of thf kind t 
Be to thÌ8 wintry Isle confin'd, 

— And in somc lowly ccU 
With all these brìght immprtal charmt 
Be doomed to some rude natÌTe's armti 

With want and woe to dwell ì 

**0\ fly with mei my lovely maid^ 
Nor be by vulgar fools betray'd^ 

— Fly on the wings of lovc 
With me to some far kinder climei 
Where mountains rcar their heads 8ublime| 

Whcre wavca the 8picy grovc. 

" Why wilt thou here the abscnce moum 
Of one who ncver may retum ? 

perhaps inconsitant now 
From thy lov'd image quick he flìesi 
And for another fairoone sighsy 

Forgctful of each vow* 
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'* Not such the youth who bows beforu 
Thy matchless charmsy and shall adore 

W hile life his bosom warms; 
O ! come and bless my happy land, 
Where all shall bow at thy command, 

And worship all thy charms^ 

<* The sands upon my shores are gold 

Where ocean'd gentlest waves are rofl'd, 

The rocks refulgent shine 
With coral| pearl, and sapphire bhie, 

And precfous stones of every hue, 

Ànd diamond^ from the mine. 

^* There orange groves extend their shade 
To screen thy beautiesy lovely maid! 

From noon-day's scorching heat» 
And myrtle-bowers of rare perfume, 
Where Nature's flowery children bloomy 

Shall be thy cool retreat." 



■'•\ 
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He ceasedy to Sarak's ininost souf 
The voice of adulation stole 

And won her changing heart^ 
Yet Conscience whisper'd William's name 
With all hÌ8 worthy and constant 0ame: 

— ^While rtsing to depart 

The stranger seiaM her yielding hand, 
And lightlf springing fronv the strand^. 

With Sarah at his nde, ^ 
With many a aoothing word of, love 
He strove her terrora to remove,' 

As o'er the sands they ride. 

With hope and dread her botom bumedl^ 
And many a wistful look she tumed 

Upon her native moor; 
<^ Scenes of my chìldish day^ fareweUr 
On happìer shores shM. Sdardh dwel]» 

And never see you moreJ 



f* 
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The couner left the sandy 8hore 
And sprung aaùd the ocean's roar 

With many a hideous ysU; 
Changed was the stianget's hearenly fomr^'- 
His native waves and roaring storm 

Had broke the magic spdL 

Mixed with fhe waves the courser seem'dy 
In trembling agony she scream'd 

And gazed with wHd aiFnghty 
While the dark fìend the waves did quaiF, 
And with a loud and hellish laugh 

Evanish'd from her sight* 

Dread was the stormy and hoarse the wave 
RebeHowed 'neath the rocky cavci 

While Echo sadly moanSt 
And oft amid the tempest's roar 
Was heard upon the dreary shore 

The dyiog Sarah's groans. 
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And oft at midnight's moony acese. 

A ghzsùy fadèd form ìs seen 

Across the waves to glide ; 
» 
And oft upon the passing gaks 

A plaintive voice our ears assails^ . 

When wandering by its tide. 
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TO MISS CLEMENTINA HOUSTON, 

ON H£R LEAVING SCHOOL* 



«**rt • 



Jj EOM 8cotia*8 wild romantic fields 
A blooming garland kt me brìng, 

Each flowcr that valc or mountàin yieldsj 
Or blossoms on the breast of Spring. 

And> Clementina! round thy brow 
The blooming garland let me twine; 

Ìt cannoty Envy must allow, 

Deck a more placid brow than thine. 

Should I9 dear Houston, pndse thy mient 
Or tell thee that thy face was falr» 

You'd ww these verscs with disdain, 
NoF think my frìendsbip worth your carc 



H* 
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Ì^ong may you bloom in yo^th and healtli^ 
By many a faithful friend caress'd; 

And long may you be bless'd with wealth^^ 
For then the wretched will be bless'd. 

In that dear home to which you speed, 
Content and happiness be thine ; 

Ne'er may thy breast with sorrow bleed^ 
Nor e'er thy lips at fat^ repine. 

Ne'er may disease with poisonous breath 
Taint the pure air that you respire 

And far from you may tyrant Death 
For many a joyfnl year retire. 

The friendship which I felt for thee» 
Thy sorrowing tears did first bedew; 

And when you sympathizM with me^ 
The inTant bud took root and grew*^ 
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f) ! ncTcr may it bc our doom 
To 8ce thÌ8 opcning flower dccay) 

May it morc fresh and loYcly bloom» 
As ycar on ycar ahall roli aw^* 

And though by &tc'8 8cvcrc dccrcc 
Apart wc many a milc rfiould ^tray, 

My faithful hcart 8baU chcrìsh thce^ 
And love thec 8till though hr away. 
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ADDRESS TO SHETLAND. 

JL HM latid of Caies bas oft been siiog 

In many a poet's strainy 
But never yct tbe ìand of Ftsb 

A single verse did gain. 

If c'er I win the voice of praise> 
To thee my strains belong ; — 

Thy misty hills, and humid valcSy 
First nursed my infaat song. 

Qft wandefing by thy sea-beat ahore 

I woo'd the pensive muse; 
Nor wiU the Genii of thy rocks 

This votivc lay rcfuse* 
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LoQg be thy sea-wash'd banksy O ! 8ouftcl| 

Industry's peaceful seatf 
By thy proud natives long renown'dy 

First trod by princely fect. 

And oft. may Commerce's fwelling saìi 

In Lerwick's harbour woo . 
The favouring gaie, and to her shores 

Waft trade and treasures new. 

And long may Lerwick's nymphs be fair 

And free from every art, 
And dcck'd with Virtue's radiant charms^ 

To win the gallant heart. 

And fertile prove your barren fiolds 
Cloathed with the wavìng grain, 

Where nought was seen but noisome weeds 
And dreary desart plain* 

H 
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Ahd may that source of half your weakk, 

The ocean's fìnny race, 
Reward the honest fìshei's toil, 

And all your tahles grace. 

Andy O! ye Shetland lairds^ hc kind 
And guard the industrìous poor 

From hard Oppression's iron rod^ 
And tyranny of power* 

O ! think how sweet it is to smooth 
The couch of want and care; 

To bid your honest teoants smile 
And sweet contentment share* 

t 

! think how sweet the fervenc zcal 
With which they'll plead your cau8ei 

When never forc'd by pining want 
To break your rìgid lawt. 
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How sweet tlie meed of conscfout worth, 
More dear than publìc fàmtl 

Tbeyll teach their lispingbabes to bless 
An honour'd master's name« 

May masters kind, with hearts humane 

Bid honest tenants speed, 
And innocence and plenty reign 

From Skye to Sumbrughheadi 

O! Laxford dear! thy barren hìlls 
Fond memory still must love ; 

To thee my hncy wanders still 
Where*er my foot-steps rove. 

O! scenes by happy cbildhood bless'd! 

We knew no cause to moumy 
More dear to the fond hearti fofi ah l^ 

You never can retum* 
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'Twas thcrCf O Scott! tby presence chcer*d 

Thine hospiti^ble hall; 
'Twas there you give with friendly smiles 

A welcome unto alL 

Beneath thy roof each wanderer found 

A shelter from the stormy 
And oft its friendly walls would shield 

The orphan's feeble form. 

Now in the cold and silent ura 

Thy honour'd dust is kid^ 
And yet no marble stone is rais'd 

To mark thy lowly bed* 

But O ! within the grateful heart 
Thy memory long shall dwell| 
Nor ask of art its feeble aid 
-Thy honour'd name to tdL 
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And thouy whom sorrow's chilUng bU»t 

Did withcr in thy bloom> 
How oft wiU friendship's sacred tear» 

Bedew thy early tomb. 

O IsabeUa! everdear> 

How oft has fancy roved- 
With thee by Laxford's moonUght stream 

And aU the haunts you loved. 

With thee I never more shaU rove 
By Laxford's bounding wave:— 

Thy spirìt sought its kindiced skies, 
Thy form its peaceful grave. 

When o'er thy bed a husband huBg, 

And weeping sistcrs dear; 
When thy dear infant's feeble voice 

Rung on thy dying eari 



IIS 

With iU the doquence of dghs 

Asd anguish of despair^ 
The weeping friends around thy bed 

Besought of Heaven to spare. 

'Twas vainy thy blameless course was run, 
The blow of death was given, 

Andangeb hovered o'er thy head 
To waft thy soul to hcaven. 

Adieu to theei and all the frìeiids 
That happy childhood knew;— 

Death has the most, and absence some 
Snatched sudden fbom my view. 

And Laxford's winding stream adieu, 

Adieu thy 6ea-beach wild^ 
Where oft I've roved with careless feet^ 

Untutorcd Nature'i child« 
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T dreamt not that a fairer spot 

On earth'$ broad bosom lay, 
Nor ever wisKed my wanderìng feet 

Beyond its bounds to stray. 

And when I read of fairer fields 

Beyond the Northem main, 
And towerìng trees^ whose leafy arms 

Spread o'er the flowery plaw ; 

Of riversy through the verdant vale 

Meandering smooth and clear^ 
Or where cascades their torrents dask 

On precipices drear. 

I ready and fancy cloathed thy steeps 

« 

With darkling groves of pine^ 

Bright bloomed thy flowersy smootb flawed thy 

» 
stream, 

And evcry charm was thine* 



I 



120 

Soft on the weedy sea-beach stole 

The wave with murmur low, 
While o'er the undulatìng tidc 

The mildest zephyrs blow. 

And there the moon in radiance mild 

Her brightcst lustre threw, 
Silverìng the rocks of Skawbadock, 

And ocean's bosom blue. 

There Hammerslane's green fields were gay 

With flowers of simple dye, 
And there the lowly prìmrose bloom'd, 

And daisy op'd its eye« 

O Laxford! once my happy home> 

A longy a last adieu! 
The wanderer that has left your shore, 

Retums no more to you. 
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O ! Hammerslane's romantic iields 
Take, take my last farewell !-*• 

Another now shall rove your banksi 
And in Scott's^hall shall dwell. 

Another now shall nurse the flowers 
I reared with anxious care ; 

Another from the sandy beach 
Shall gather sea-shells rare. 

Another by the burn reclined, 
O'er 8ome sad tale shall wecp; 

Another by its murmurs low 
Shall now bc lull'd aslcep. 

Another now by Severspool 
At morning's dawn shall stray; 

And on the mountains side shall mark 
The sportive lambkins play. 



Farewellf ye scenes, that once were icsur, 

A long, a last adicu! 
For mountain, bumy or rocky strandy 

I nevcr more shall tìcw. 

Laxfordl my once lov'd home, farewell! 

Long> loDgy thy loes I'll moum ; 
For she who lcft thy stormy shoiiey 

Can neyer more return. 
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TO A WEALTHY MAN. 

Gof Man of Wealth! and seek the sbade 
Where Sickness' pining form is laid; 
Where modest worth neglected liesy 
And sorrow heàves unceasing sighs* 

Go! raise the moumer's drooping head^ 
^nd round his dwelling comfort shed ^ 
Go» stiU pale Misery's doleful pMi4» 
And to their tears a pittance grant* 

Goy brìng yon weary wanderer here» 
Where peace and plenty crown the year| 
Go> bid hÌ3 woes and wanderìngs ceasei 
Ànd close hisjigcd days in peace* 



Go, bid yon widow hush hcr sighs, 
Nor view her babes with strcaming eye»y 
Say, thou her children wilt protect, 
Nor yet the widow's woes neglect^ 

Go, tell yon trembling orphan pale 
Who tells at every door her talc, 
That thou wilt bring hcr to a home, 
Nor force her thus for bread to roam* 

Gò, search the prìson's noisome cell, 
Where want, disease, and anguish dwell; 
Or ^ìjfec bow'd down with galling chains, 
Or worse, the guilty conscience painf. 

Thcre set the pining debtor frce, 
So may each blessing fall on thec; 
Kelieve each want, and sooth each carey 
And blunt the arrows of despair. 
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So may sweet peace be ever thine— 
OJ may thy bosom ne'er repine; 
Unnumbered joys thy life attendy 
And calm and happy be thy end. 

A YÌrtuous life long mayst thou livc^ 
With all the joys that life can givcy 
And die a death dcvoid of fear, 
And leave a name to thousands dear« 
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THE WIDOW 

TO HER YOUTHFUL FRIEND. 

Ol lovely maid! with youth and beauty ble88*d> 
With healthy and wealthy and pleasure in thy traìn». 
By frìends admir'd, by partial friends caress'd, 
With pity listen to the widow's strain. 

What contrast sad between thy fate and mine ! 
Endearìng frìends surround thec morn and eve ; 
'Tis mine in hopeless anguish to repine^ 
'Tis mine till life's laèt closing hour to grìeve. 

You see with smiles the opening dawn appears^ 
The brìlliant sun seems rìsing from the sea; 
Yon flowery lawn is sprìnkled o'er with tearsy 
And gayest blossoms hang on every tree. 
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Can I Feel ^leasure at the opening dzvm^ 
Can the sun shed one beam of joy on me ? 
Can peace come smilìng from yon flowery lawn, 
Or can love blossom on life's witherìng tree ? 

The mom of joy, alas ! can never dawuy 
The sun of pleasure ne'er can smile on me, 
For cruel death my kind support's withdrawuy 
Ànd lopt the branches from the pàrent tree* 

G09 lovely maid! and pull the rose of life» 
Soon will it droop and languish on its tbom ; 
Smooth flow thy daysy unvex'd by care and strifey . 
Thy evening calm, and emiling as thy mora. 

The happiesti most beloved of wives was I9 
And the blest mother of two lovely boys— 
But deathi too keen to hear pale misery's sigh, 
Op'd the drear gravC} and buried all my joyt* 
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Fale is my cheek, and blanched with mainy a teary 
While thine is blooming as the summer's morn ; 
Faded and pale, though once they calied me fairy 
While every grace thy person doth adom, 

Julia! fair, and innocent as fair! 

01 ne'er sweet girl! may sorrow blight thy bloomy 
While I, the vìctim of distress and care, 

Shall shroud my sorrows in the welcome tomb* 

Nor can I wish thee, lovely maid, to share 
Woes which could pierce a bosòm hard as stecl ; 
GrO, go, enjoy thy prospects bright and fair, 
And leave me to the agonies I feel. 

Enough, with patience you my sorrows hear, 
And give that pity lo my misery due; 
When I am gone, O Julia! drop one tear, 
And on my cold remams fresb fiowerets $trew# 
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To that cold grave where all my hopes are laidy 
Where minglìng dceps the dust of sire and son ; 
Will Julia see Louisa's form convey'dy 
And funeral honours to her ashes done. 

For there in peace Louisa's form shaU lie 
Fast by her Amold, and her clay cold boy; 
And vtrhen thou diest, our smiling spirits fly 
To veaft our Julia to the reahns of joy. 
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THE SWRITS OF THE HILL. 

It was on Burray's sea-beat Tale 

Wherc fairìes dwelt in days of yore, 
Tbat Ricliard's lowly cottage stood, 
Near where old Neptune's stormy fiood 
Loud dashed the sounding shore* 

Though Richard's hair was blanched by timcy 

And Richard's furrowed cheek was pale> 
Yct pity's gent}e power he felt, 
And still his aged heart could melt 
At sorrow's tendcr tale* 

And by kind fate to him was given, 
To soothe the many cares of life, 
Two sonS) dear objects of his love^ 
One daughter, gentle as the dove^ 
A fond^ indttstrious wifc* 
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Buty ali ! tempestuous was the night 
When on the distant stormy wave> 
HÌ8 sons within their little bark 
Were drìven amid the tempest dark^ 
And found a watery graTe. 

" Thy wiH, O ! Heavenly Power, be donc," 

The suflFering Father crìed, 
£ut, O ! beneath the killing stroke, 
His faithful Jenny's heart was broke, 

She sickened, pined, and died. 

O ! who shall paint the husband's woe, 

Or who the father's anguish tell, 
Now one dear pledge ak)ne remained, 
And stiU on earth his heart detained 
Hts tver lovel;^ BcU% 
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She> mflder than the breath of Eve, 
When the blue billows gently playy 
And fairer than the Nereids brìghty 
That dance upon the waves at nigbi 
To Cynthia's silver ray; 

To cheer his heart^ and sooth hÌ8 woes 

With tender love and filial care^ 
Her pious eiForts never cease, 
While for her sire's repose and peace> 
She breathes the fervent prayer. 

And. neat his little cabin seem'd, • 

Deck'd by his lovely Bella's hand, 
While age came stealing gently on 
His fading eye with pleasure shoncy 
Kor felt its witlierìng hand. 
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Oae early mom the spangled grass 

Glitterìng with silver dew-drops layy 
And PhoebuS) rìsing £tom the wavey 
To Nature all his radiance gavey 
And chaced dun night away; 

When from the soft and calm repose 

Which Labours' honest sons enjoy^ 
The aged Richard did arìse 
Buty ah ! no Bella met his eye»^ 
To give hia morning joy^ 

" Where is my darling child ?" he crìed^ 

<<0! dearest Bellay hither haste!-^ 
O! come my child, for nowto HeaveOy 
Our orisons should first be giveni 
The woDted hour is past* 
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*< O ! come my childy thy guiltless haads 
With me in warm devotion raise, 

With me for mercies past rejoiccy 

And let again my Bella's voice> 
Breathe forth her MakePs praise." 

Slowy slowy the tedious moming past, 

And «till no gentlc Bell was seen, 
He, tremblingy search'd each favour'd spot, 
And asked at every neighbouring cot 
If there his child had been* 

No one had seen the gentle fair, 

And fruitkss every effort prov'd 
To stop hìs unavailing tearsy 
To still his bosom's anxious fearsy 
And find the child he loved. 
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Now 8ober Ere in xnantle grey 

VeiPd every scene ìn twHiglit's gloomi 
When, all his weary wanderings vainy 
He sought hÌ8 lonely home again, 
To moum his hapless doom. 

How changedy alas! No daughter's oire 

To smooth the restless couch oFagey 
No gentle Bell's endearing smile 
The woe-worn father to beguile» 
And all his grìefs assuage. 

Now Nighty with her attendant stars, 

Her drowsy empire 'gan to keep» 
Waving her wand o'er Burray's Islc, 
She sunk the sons of want and toxl 
In sweet repose and slèep. 
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And all were sunk ia balmy resti 

When by hìs peat-fire's dying gleann 
The aged Richard mouming sat, 
Revolvìng o'er his direful fate^ 
Renouncfng Hope's wild dream* 

Cy fits the trembling light was cast> 

Around on objects faintly seeny 
When softly op'd the cottage door, 
And lighter foot-steps press'd the fioor 
Than earthly steps^ I ween. 

Advancingy thus the spirìt said, 

<< Old man, let grìef no more annoyy 

Pale victim of despair arìse, 

And dry the tears that dim thiae eyes, 
Arise to life ?ind joy. 
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** Thy daughtcr, by our Fairy kingt 
Is to hÌ8 splcndid court conyey'd, 
That stands to mortal eyes unseen, 
On yonder wild hill's rocky scency 
— Our Monarch loyes the maid. 

^' But vain is eyery magic charm, 

To win thè obdurate fair one's heart> 
But come, and urge her to relenti— 
Cheer'd by thy presence and consent, 
She'll act a kinder part. 

*^ O ! comcy and all thy life shall be 

With U8 a summer's day of joy, 
A thousand spirìts of our hiU 
Shall wait obedient on thy willy 
And all their arts employ. 
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** Our greatest Chìeftain thou shalt be» 

An Empre88 shall thy daughter reign^ 
Your willing soul to me consign, 
The King of Heaven you ehall resign, 
Nor dread his threatcn'd pain." 

No, fìendof darkness! hcnce away, 
My soul disdains thy king and thee, 

Though robbed of her, my age's hope, 

On hìgher views my eyes shall ope« 
And wait Heaven*8 just decree. 

*^ Celestial angels shall descend 

From Heavèn's high vaulty on orient wings, 
And waft my child to realms of joy, 
Where thy curst aits shall ne'er annoy^ 

Where blooms perpetual Spring,**^ 



^ Curse on th]r dreams of HeaTcn and blìssi 

Old dotardy with the locks of gray;'' 
Theny while the rìsing tempests blow, 
The spirìty muttering vengeance low^ 
Flew on the winds away. 

When nìght again her ebon wand 

Wav'd over Nature's wide domain, 
While deep her murky shadow lowers, 
The Bokean monarch caU'd his powers^ 
And thus address'd the train* 

** Shall we, O ! Chicftains, far renown'd, 
And known on many a distant hiU, 

Be braved thus by a vulgar 8wain ? 

How my breast swelling with disdain, 
Dark thoughts of vengeajice fìll ! 
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^ G'0| quick your elfin fhafts prepare, 
HÌ8 cow, hÌ8 fheepi his dogs to shff 

Destroy each comfort of his age, ' 

All shall be victims of my rage, 
-^Let thÌ8 be done ere day. 

** The maidy in ftony fetters bound^ 

By magic arts shall here remain, 
My love to deadly hate doth tum^ 
Here long confuiedy she'll deeply mourn 
Her obstinate disdain." 

He spokcy and lowly to the ground 

HÌ8 abject ^laves and minion8 bend> 
" Great Monarch! you shail be obey'di"' 
When quick each flutterìng wing display'd^ 
They in thc air asccnd*-- 
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To<where the lovely fair forlom» 

Her pale cheek bathed in sorrow's òcvr^ 
Sat in a cavey with jewels bright> 
And where the glow-worm lent its light 
— -The Bokèan Monarch flew. 

** O peerless beauty ! why thus drench 

In such a silvery shower of care 
Thy starry eyes^ so heavenly brìght ì 
Ko twinklers in the vault of night 
Wcre ever half so fain 

<i Match'd with thy cheeks' celestial bloom 
The brilliant Conch's gay tints must failf 

Thy golden locks delight the view, 

Thy iips are of the coral's hue, 
Thy teeth like pearl pale. 
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<<0! dry these tears, and sweetly smilcy 
Nor grieve mei kill me with disdaioy 
O ! lovely BelTay share m]r throne* 
M7 hearty my reahnsy are all thine own, 
O ! then their Empress reign." 

<<Thy queen! proud tyrant!— know this form 

WiU sooner cvery torture bear ! 
Hence ! for thy flattery nc*er can move> 
Nor with thy base^ thy hateful love 

Again pollute nùne ear«" 

<< Ha! tremble then to brave my rage» 

My love doth tum to deadly hate, 
In buming torturing chains confincd 
ThouPt here remain, but yet be kind^ 
Nor rashly tempt thy fate." 
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** Proud tyrant ! all thj magic artSy 

And faellìsh witchery combin'd 
Shall never brìng the imnlortal soiil, 
Beneatb thy cursed dark controulf 
Nor chain the unfetter'd mind." 

Madden'd with ragCy the tyrant king 
Summon'd his hideouSy cruel trainy 
And to a cavem's dismal shade, 
They fìercely drag the trembling maid, 
And leave her to cOmplain. 

While there she pineS) in darkness pent^ 

And weeps her melancholy doom^ 
To Richard's dreary cot of care» 
The Bokeans swiftly cleave the air, 
VeiPd in night'd murky gloom* 
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And fatal might that night have been 

To all poor Richard's hard eam'd stOFe; 
But Virtue^s ready Guardians still 
The green-robM Fairies of the Hil]> 
Watched at his lowly door. 

'Twas their's, whenever sorrow wept/ 
To come unseen and wipe the tear, 
Or hj the mountain's haunted side 
TLe midnight traveller's steps to gxndc^ 
His sinking soul to cheer. 

Oft on the wandering peasant's ear» 
When passing by some haunted hiU> 

Such soothing melody has stole, 

As did hÌ8 rudc) untutor'd soul 
With heavenly viaions fìlL 
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Or, when by wicked fairìes led 

Far o'er xhe desert heathastray, 
Qttick bursted on their startlcd nght 
Their little forms 8o heavenly brìghtt 
And led them on their way. 

And now, round Richard's dreary home 
Their glitterìng ranks embattled stoody 

And mark'd with firm undaunted air 

As slowly fronv the misty air 
Descends th' infemal brood* 

<< Stopy stop/^ they shout with one accord^ 
« Fairìes! your wicked work forbear^ 

Swift to your cruel, bloody king, 

Again ascend on hasty wing, 
Or dread to meet us here.'' 
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** What! here agaioy our ancient foe8>'* 
Their fiercest Chieftaia Obie) crìedf 

^ How dare yoa still to thwart our way,. 

And rob U8 of our lawful prey?^« 
I wiU not be defied." 

Fiercelyy with wild^ detennioed air 

Each'warrìor grasped his well trìed bow^. 
And while their deadly arrows fly, 
Mad. frenzy Ughts each gkaming eye, 
And frowns on every brow. 

The frìghted Nereids drop theif shellsy 
And seek their sea-caTesy shrìeking loud^ 

Afar the female fairìes flyy 

While Cynthla veils her tear-fravight eyc#. 
Bebind a sable cloud. 
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And w3der still the battle raged^ * 

The burn ran red with bàrj gore^, 

And many a gasping warrìor lajy 

The life-flood ebbing fast awaj 
Upon that fatal shore. 

But now the shouts of yictory riaey 

Vain Ì8 the yanquished^s maddeaM griefy 
For Richard's gruardian friend succeedi^ 
The proud, the wicked Obie bleedi» 
Low bends the captÌYC Chief* 

** In magic chatns oùr priaoners bi&d»'* 
The Chief of the good f airies <aidt 
** Some of my warriors quick reaort 
Ùn swift wing to the Bokeaa Coort^ 
Be thua ow wìll di^Iay'd* 
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^ Tell himt not one of all his traio, 
Not even his Obie, chief ador^df 

He ever more may hope to see, 

Till lovely Bdh Ì8 set f»e, 
And to her Sire restor'd.** 

Soon to the Bokean Conrt they flew, 

On flutterìng pinions light conveyM* 
The proud King cursed his destinyt 
Yet glad his vaseals to set free, 
Releas'd the captive maid. 

O ! how her gentle bosom throbbed, 

À8 bome by them 8he quickly fleWf 
Ànd reach'd once more her*native cotf 
Buty ah! upon the bloody spot 
What horrors mct her vicw ! 
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^^Startnot! sweet nudd,'' their leader cncd| 
** In Virtue's cause we bleed with jojf - 

Nòr fear agaia the Bokean power 

Shall reach thee in an evìl houTy 
And all our work destrof. 

** Go» seek thy sorrowing aged Siree 

Be peace and happiness your lot^ 
Be virtuous and be pious stillf 
The green-robM fairìes of thè hiQ - 
Shall guard thy londy cot. 

'< Aurora now with rosy handa 
Unlocks the golden gates of morai ^ 

And we to hail our king must fly 

To Courts unseen by mortal eye/ 
On downy pinioas bome." . 
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He ceasedy and quicklj from her sigkt 

Thcf ▼anÌBh'd like a passing dreamj 
Their bloody field no more was aeen» 

But dew-drpps tparkled on the greeOf 

Unsqllied flpw'd the stream* 

She enter'd now her father's cot^ 

And bade the old man's torrows cease-: 
His wonted jpys wcre soon restor'di 
Bless'd with the daughter he ador'd, 
He clos'd his dayi in peace* 
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THOUGHTS 

ON A BEAUTIFÙL NIGHT. 

jThis is a night when Misery Ufts 
Her streaming eyes from eartbly cares 

^earching for happiness^ long losty 

She looks to Heaven, and finds it thtrOi 

Deluded mòrtals vainly hope 

Th' immortal hìr on earth to find; 

Eager at airy shadows grasp^ 
But graspy alasl the empty wind. 

Deluded mortals! search no more-*- 
Far from your grasp the vision flies; 

In Heaven alone the cherub dwells^ 
Tben seek her in tke starry skiest 
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The yooDg Enthusiast's beating breatt» 

To fneodship's open arms maj Bj, 
Alas! thy friend may wrìng thy hearty 
- Aod brcak thnnigh erery tender tic. 

In early life's nnsidlied mom, 

When Hope the lover's breast be£^uile8» 
How fair the dawn of day appean, 

How gay each flattering prospect smiks! 

Buty ah! beware-«»for broken tows 
May deeply wound the feding soul! 

LoTc's barbed arrows rankle there^ 
And angoish rule without controid. 

Now man enjoys his sweetest hours* 
When sunk in soft and cakn repose^ 

Èind Sleep awhile the curtain drawis 
Of deep oblÌTÌoa o'er hif woe« . 
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For oft the roseate moming brìngs 
To man a numerous train of ilk; 

And oft the soften'd charm of eve, 
The breaking heart with anguish fills. 

Come> Morpheus ! king of airy dreamsy 
O! come> my drowsy eye-lids ck>8e ; 

Let me forget each worldly carey 
And on thy downy breast reposc. 

For yet no crime my bosom stainsy 
My conscience from remorse is free; 

AU day distressMy oppress'd with cares, 
I court forgetfukess and thee* 
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MIDNIGHT SCENE. 

J^ ow midnìgbt draws her murky ve3y 
Now the sad spirìt of the ^ale 
WithÌD her humid rocky cave 
Sits mournÌDg to the dashÌDg wave ; 
The angry spirit of the decp 
Is gone to resty the storm's asleep» 
And every sound is hush'd to rest^ 
Save Zephyr rìppling Ocean's breast. 
How full and round the moon appears! 
O'er Rona's hill her head she rears^ 
While on the smooth and glassy streams^ 
Now lightly dance her siiver beams. 
The fairtes^ decked with daisies trimy 
Dance upon the fountain's brim, 
On the veWet border play, 
And bask in Cynthia's pallid ray« 
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Or wfaere green Ocean's biHDW brres 

Some sea-nymph charms the listening wamy 

Whilcy seated on some rocky steep, 

She sings the dangers of the deep— ^ 

She .8Ìng9 of many a gallant tar, 

Who oft had bravM the rage of war, 

Retuming home to meet his dear> 

And whìsper softly in her ear-*- 

«* Faithful I tread my native shore 

'To clasp thee thusy and part nomorè"«— 
A fair wind fìlls their swelling sailsy 

And joy o'er every heart prevails, 

In hopes to re^ch Brìtannia's Isle 

Where freedom, heavenly maid, doth smile; 

-But oh! the flatterìng calm is o'er^ 

Sailors! you'il see your homes no more !•- • 

-The demons of the storm arìse 

•And lo! a wrcck the vesscUiest 
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In vain thy fair, brave tar ! may moum^. 
And chide her sailor's dow retum. 
For, locked in death's long dreary 8kep» 
He slumbers in the oozj deepy 
HÌ8 grave by sea-green nymphs is deck'd. 
Nor shall each pensive nymph neglect 
To sing hÌ8 requiem, sad and cleary 
And sooth the 8pirit wanderìng near; 
And oft when night's deep shadows lower 
Their heaven^taught melody shall pour 

O'er the broad Ocean's stormy breast 
And charm the swelling waves to rest**— 
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TO MISS B. OGILVIE, 

JOost tbou remember, gentle maid, 
Tlic hoars which wc have spcnt together, 

When by the WaìchwU hill we strayM, 
Regardless of the frowning weather? 

Hast thou forgot each artless prank> 

Wken friendship's flowery fettcrs bound us; 

When òn the Knahh^s projecting bank 
The misty morning oft has found us ? 

Or when the Summer sun glowed high, 

And winds and waves were scarce in motion, 

To Twago^s pebbled shore we'd hic, 
And lavC| Ukc sea«nymphs, in thc ocean) 
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Or when our school-day task.was o'^^. 

As thro' the gardcn's sweettwe'd ramble^. 
Thc buttcrfly firom flower to flower 

Porsoe with mao j a sportive gamboL 

O! thesc are scencs of iii£uicy 

Which mtmory cyer Iotcs to treasorcy 

And happy hours of thoaghtkss glee, 

And short-liv'd pain» and blameless pleaflnre< 

Thc hours when joy's tumultuous sway 
Dries up thc new &]len tcars of sorrow, 

Enjoys thc plcasurcs oC to-day^ 

Nor dreads to mect the coming monow. 

As farthcr on life's rugged way 

With anxious footsteps quickJy pressingt 
The more. from childhood's haunts we stray^ 

Thcdearer seems eacb faded blessing* 
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Say, ì£f untainted stiily thy mind 
Each gentle virtue makes its dwelling; 

And if thy heait, still true and kind^ 
With sympathy's warm throb is swelling ? 

When sorrow's mournful tale is told> 
Are tear-drops from thy eyc-lids stealing, 

Or has thy heart^ grown hard and coldy 
Tumed callous to each tender feeling ? 

Butf ah! my friend, forgive this fear 

Which irom my friendship's warmth arìses; 

For yety as in each earlier year, 
My heart thy friendship fondly prizek 

The school-boyy from its yerdant tree 
The opening rose-bud rudely sweeping, 

Its guardian thom sooh checks his gleey 
And leavea the thoughtless urchin weeping; 



And smartiog (roin the recent patoy 
ThoQgh near its fragrant sweett he'll lingefi 

He'U dread to pluck it^ lest again 

Its jealous thom should wound his finger« 

Thu8 when the heart is wrung with pain 

Bj faithless frìends, we're ever dreading 
To tnist to frìendshipy lest again 
. It leaves the wounded bosom bleeding. 

But ours was frìendship's purest flamei 
Nor time its fiowery bands shall sever;--* 

O ! let me think thec still the same, 
Oi let me loTe and trust thee CTer* . 
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ON THE RETURN OF SPRING. 

Ilhough youth and health their genial blessmgsbring^y 

And Nature hails the glad return of Spring, 

Whose lavish hand new clothes the naked grou|id> 

And slumbering vegetation wakes around ; 

Ah i what avails it^ when the deep controul 

Of sorrow rulesy dark winter of the soul? 

On death's cold cheek can life and beauty bloom^ 

And Spring revive the ashes of the tomb? 

AU nature smiles^ the gaily painted flower 

Springs into life> and hails the vemal hour» 

But man, when once his little span is o'eff 

Nor Spring, nor Summer, can again restore. 
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Rcvivc ye woods^ your leafy honours sprcad 
In green luxuriance o'er the wandcrcr's head ; 
PcrchM on the bòughs^ ye fcathcr'd warblcrs sin^, 
And hail with glad accord rctuming Spring; 
No more in icy chains, yc Naiads! mourn, 
But pour thc sparkling strcam from many an um* 

« 

Would selfiah gricf the charms of Spring destroy ? 
ThoUgh I may moumy still millions can cnjoy, 
Was widc crcation only meant for me ? 
No othcr hcart to fccl, nor cye to sce ! ^ 
No ! let mc hope that many a mortal blcst, 
Enjoys thc brighter sunshine of thc brcast; 
For suchy O ! Spring, rcturn in all thy joy» 
Nor envious fatc thcir short-livM bliss dcstroyt 
Nor shall I wastc in sorrowing strains my breath^ 

To damp tby plcasurcs with the gloom of deatb> 
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But ail my aiiguish to my breast confin'dt 

Shall prey incessant on my sinking mindy 
And gently steal me to the silent grave, 
Where grief forgets to mouniy and care to ravei 



TO MATILDAm 

J^DiEU to the scenes where the fairies have roved, 
Where the narrow bura rush'd down thc 
moss-covered hìll, 
Adieu to the haunts where so lately we Ioved> 

By twilighty or moonlight, to wander at wiU. 
Ah» Matilda! these pleasures for ever have fledr 
No time shall restore them again to our sighty 
No more on the banks of the smooth flowing rilly 
• We'U sit, whUe the evening around us is stiUy 
And ga^e on her plaoet so bright* 
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On iht lap of affection indulgently laid^ 

And nursed on the bosom of love^ 

We knew not> we thought not how soon they 

- might fade, 

Or how far from our haunts they would rove; 
For like dreams of romance that will gladden the 

fioul> 
Or like someeoolhing vision of rapture and blisSf 
Around us awhile the enchantment was! wovey 
Npr dreamt we> Matilda! how soon we might prove 

All the horrors of care aud distress. 

01 how blest and how happy, nor sighing for wedth, 
The worldy and its pleasures, and sorrows forgoty 

'We could dwelly the meek daughters oFVirtue and 
Htalth, 
Cootentmcnt our fortune, our dweUing a cot^ 
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Where> Matilda! oncemore unconfin'd we would' 

stray 
fiy the mosa-covered mountain or smooth flow- 

nig rill, 
'^Thereypleas'd with each other>content with our lot> 
Our TÌews and our wishes confin'd to the spot 

And the sphere we were destinM to-fill. 

Buty alas! howl wanderi— wild Fancyi awayl 
' Wby paint thus a scene that's 80 brìght and so iaifì 
Why tcU me we ever again shall be gay, 

Poor victims of sorrowi and daughters of care ; 
Adieuy my Matilda! to visions of bliss 

My boding heart dreads we shall never enjoy; 
Let U8 dwell on the hope> with a raptura sincei^y 
That we*ll soon be releas'd from a world fuU of careii 
An4mount to thc rf gions of joy. 
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ON HEARING MOURNFUL MUSIC. 
SwEET Minstrel of the Harp of woe! • 

L 

Whoe'er thou art that pours the straÌDf 
Such sweetness in thy numbers flow» 
Say> can the source be real pain? 

Methinksy while now with pensive ear 
I hear thy Harp's wild wailings flowy 

I mark the frequent gushing tear 
Stream o'er the pallid cheek of woe« 

Bard of the Harp of moumful sound! 

O ! give that moumful Harp to mei 
And when piale Evening steals around^ 

My aad CQxnpanion it sball bc* 
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X)ft seated by some mnrmurìng 8tream> 
Beneath some old tree's ample shade^ 

To paint ^me sad and moumful dream 
I'll couft thy Harp's harmonious aid^ 

Since Hope again from Heaven descends^ 

And from thy bosom'drìves despaixy 

> « 

And all thy musing hours attends— 

Gi^ sorrow's Harp to me and care. 

JFor I to evcry joy am dead, 

With me the cherub Pldfisure dief» 

And hope and happiness have fled 

"^ ith Peace^ to seek their native skies* 

'Tis thine whom Hope once more shall cheer 
To bid thy Harp symphonious rìngi 

With sweeter music to the ear, 

And love and beauty's praise to sing* 
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^Tis mine to bid each ttenibliog strìngy 

Reverberate to the notes of woe, 
And bid the saddest numbers rìng 
' That ever yet were heard to flow. 

Whik listemng to its dying falls, 

Soothing the last dread parting pain, 
My 8pul shall burst ics prison walls, 

And soar to heaven upon the stram* 
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THE ADIEU. 

^DiEu each. hìr and blooxning sceBe, 

For Delia's feeble feet no more 
Shall press yon turf 's delightful greeOy 

Nor wander by yon winding shore. 

Ye fragrant blossomsy never more 
Shall I inhale your rich perfume> 

Nor wander at pale Evening*8 hour 
Enjoying Nature's solemn gloom; 

Nor at the peep of early dawn^ 

Shall brush thc dew-drops from the spray» 
Nor loitcr thro* yon flowery lawn, 

Nor thro' the grove nor forest «tray. 
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Wlien healthf sweet health, was wont to be 
My sweet companion, void of pain» 

Tken gayer blossoms cloath'd cach tree^ 
And fresher verdure rob'd the plain. 

But now witk listless eye I see^ 
The Spring and all her ckarms return ; 

In vaia the Spring retums to me 

Who press'd by pain and sickness moum. 

Vvc mark'd with awe and wonderìng eyes 
The forked lightning's rapid fiafh; 

I've seen the howling tempest rìse^ 
And heard the whelming biliows dash. 

The awful grandeur of the storm • 

The morning's blush, the cvening^s gloom 

No more shall raise this languid form 
Wbich ipon shall press an early tomb« 
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Adieu! ye haunUof peace and joy» 
Wherei void of care, I pft have stray'df 

And did my bappy hours employ 
In yonder grove's sequester'd shade. 

But now a suUen cheerless gloom 
On every once lov'd scene T see, 

Nor can your charms nor vernal bloom 
Restore again stveet health to me* 

For in the cold and silent tomb 

Soon^ soouy shall Deha's form be laid^ 

There Spring may shed her rich perfumey 
And Summer's fìowers unheeded fade. 

And there» by all the world forgot, 
In peace my movldermg form shall rest, 

And every friend forget the spot 
Where lies tbe green^sod on my breadt» • 
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Unheeded there the flower may risc, 

Or Summer'i angry tempests Uow; 
Regretting frìendd will hush their sighst 
. And soon their tears wiU cease to flow. 



THE STORM. 

Jb AS. on the ocean's lonely bed 
Where rude Orcadean Islands licj 

In Nature*8 wildest robe array'd, 
Beneath an ever cloudy sky ; 

Where» round their rocks with hoHow roitr 

Rude Boreas keeps his stormy Court;^ 
Where the loud biUows dash the sborey 
* And spirìts of the storm resort ; 
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Oa wild Northmavin's rocky shorc 
Poor Arthur's lowly cottage stood^ 

The sea-wave murmur'd at the door 
Aod rude cliffs brav'd the beating floo4. 

Tlis Tamir^ partner of his joys^ 
Eind sharer of his cares and toils, 

His Jacky and Tom^ two hardy boysi 
His infant train's endearing smiles;*— 

Thesè sooth'd his hardshipSi chèer'd his heart^ 

' These bound him to his lonely cot $ 
The noblest feehngs, void of art, 
Endear'd to him his native spot. 

Long with misfortunè's gloomy train 
And ^ant and poverty he strovej 

JEncounter'd danger with disdain^ 
Bless'd with these objects of his love* 
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Oft in his litilc fragile bark * 

For them hc brav'd the biUowy tide, 
And many a wintry night 8o dark 
• Upon thc stormy wavea would ridc. 

And soon his boys encresls'd his storCf 
His dangcrs and his toils thcy shar'd, 

And often to the wandering poor 

Their scanty pittancc havc they spar'd* 

Contcnt and health his cottage blcss'd^ 
And plenty stiU his labour crown'd ; 

Calm pleasurc fìU'd his pjous brcasty 
And peace and comfort smU'd ^round. 

Èut short is Pleasure's flccting day^ 
Gay as thc sunbeam on thc deep 

It glitters brightf then fadcs away» 
And leaves the hapless wretch to wcep* 
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The wcary cares of day were o*er, 
The busy world was hush'd asleep 

Soft stole the biUows to the shore 
And zephyrs sported on the deep* 

When Arthur, bless'd with happy dreamsy 

Light started from the arms of restf 
And by the pale moon's fading beams 
Embarked upon old ocean's breast* 

HÌ8 hardy sons were at his side> > 

Jack smiling told the cheerful tale^ 
While swiftly o'er the unruffled tide 
. Kind breezes waft their swelling sail. 

The morning rose witb smiles serency 
They set theis lines with anxious care» 

With grateful hearts they hail'd eacb Bcen&^ 
The evening calm^ the midnight fair« 
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Attd fair indeed the midnight seem'dy 
While Cynthia's radiance from on high 

^ar o'er the glassy billows stream'd^ 

And scarce the hreeze was heard to sigh* 

*\ 
The awful calm that breathed around, 

As if all Nature's pulse were still;— 

The sileoce btx>ke not by a soundy— 

With pious awe their bosoms fìIL 

But soon that awe was turn'd to dreadf . 

When rush'd the tempest wild and loud 
With horrid crash o'cr every head, 

And lightnings darted from the cloud. 

The rolling thunder pealed afar,. 

In torrents now descends the rainy 
The jarring elements at war, 

With horrìd ruin mark the scene. 
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O! txitrey^ Heavenl tbeir little bark 
Iff drìven before tbe unsparìng gale> 

The ligbtning flatbing tbro* tbc dark 
Shows tbeir wild looks with hoiTor pale* 

Close to bÌ8 pant^pg beart tbe sire 

Witb anguisb pressM bis bopeSt his prìde> 

Quick flash'd across tbe blue wing'd fvccp 
And laid them breathless at bìs »de. ' 

*' My sons ! my sons !^ be nmdly crìest 
While louder still the tempest blows : 

His voice upon tbe wild winds diesy - 
That seem to mock a fÌEither's woes. 

The boat's o'erset, whelm'd in tbe wave^ 
. Dark borror freezes Artbur's soul, 
My Wife/ my babes, my God! Oh! save— 
He €ink8> the surges o'er him roll 

M 



V. 
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O! soft may Arthur's a^hes reat 
UpoB bis coral grave reclio'd;. 

And may hii soul among the bless'd 
A heavenly habitation fiad« 

But who sball biu^ his Tamir's sìghs 
And guard bis little helpless train^ 

Ob! who &hall hear his orphans' crìes^ 
Qr wbo relieve tbeir wanta and paiii? 

No o^re bis'heart-broke Tanùr joya 
To see ber darlings neat ^nd cleao^ 

No bousebold care her band ^ploySy 
But there psde want and sgrrow reign; 

Qit on thie ^ore she sita reclin'di 
Where boUow windA and biUow^ raTef 

Whilebc who fiUs the mourner'».mÌQd 
Lifi^ cojd b^Qw tbe disM^t mn*' 
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ADDRESS TO FANCY. 

^ow busy Fancy plomcs her wiog^ 
And Bies to many a distant climei 
Pursues the fleeting bloom of Sprìng^ • 
And mocks the ravages of Time^ 
'Tis her's to lead me wide and £ir 
ToTe^nnn beyond the polar star^ 
O'er the unfathpm'd 4>cean'8 bre^t^ 
Nor stops her weary wing to rest, 

^When Sprìng with all ho' b}os8omd gaf* 
Retires aa Summer flowers appear^ 

Ajid Summer stealing^ soft aw^y 
To Autumn leares the rìpea'd ycar; 



J^nd mn when Winter's stormy breatli 
Consign8 the flowery world to deathy 
To other reahns well swiftly go, 
Wheie Spring and Satnmer-blended glow. 

-Kor distance, danger> timey or fpacet 

Dear Fancy ! shaU our steps confine^ 
7rom pole to pole wè*ll urgc the race— 
The worldy the mighty world is thine* 
Thou rov'st the cavems of the deep 
Where the wrecked marìner does sleep^ 
O'er mounudns high» thro' forests dread, 
^e'er yet explored^ bur steps are led. 

'f ar to the Noith^ where the faint Sun 

Scarce darts his few and straggling rayi^; 
Where'^deep retired in cavems dun 
The Greenland native wastes his days; 
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Therei Fancy! w$ shall wing our flightf 
And waste in caves the lengthenM nights 
Share the wild native's gloomj ease^ 
And fìnd e'en savage spprts cao^please* 

High in the pure cerulean skj. 

We'U see the Northem h'ghts arise^ 
And mark their mingled squadrons fly 
Like warring armies thro' the skies. 
Where Cynthia in her silver car» 
And evcry planet> every star, 
With double lustre.brightly g^ow 
Reflected in the frost below* 

And when thc winter solstice comef 
The natives quit the realms of nighC;^ 

To dànce to their discordant drumSf 
AihI wdcQme the retttming,light; 



Whilc thcir untorM Bards rchearse 
With gcstures wìld, in flowing vcrse, 
Thc noUc actions of thcìr sircs, 
Or iiail thc Sun's rckindlcd ftfest 

-For now thc rapid chacc oncc ihorcf 

Thcy'll urgc along thcir moors again, 
Or jocund lcave the rocky shorc 
To hunt thc tcnants of the main. 
Now night and day the sunny beani 
Ì)ancc8 on ocean, rock, and strcaro, 
While cvcry wish and want confin'd, 
Contentmcnt chccrs thc nativc's mind. 

Thcn tò Spitzbcrgcn wc shaH bie 
Whcre wild its emerald rocks arìsCf 

And frozen mountains frowning hrgh, 
The arctÌG ocean's ragc defies. . 
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There> where no human form is neati 
We'H wandtr with the pjolar bear, 
With rein-deer o'er the desart haste^ 
And smile amid the savage waste* 

Or baste to Iceland'i lonely isle^ 

Sun^nded by the dashing surge 
Where flapiing Hecki} many a pile 
Roufid dpth her {ìery torrents urge ; 
And throwa arqund her ie^xful light 
AxDÌi the ebon shadu qì Dightt 
Whi}e Gissar's b^iling columns streami 
Reflccted m Uie lurid gleam^ 

Or rove on Lapland's moon brìght ohote 
And niark the 3un's departing beamy 

Hear the ho^rse bjUow's angrj roar) 



lCut, Fancy! chcck thy aìry flighty 
And leave these gloomy reahns of night^, 
Where Winter holds his joykss court» 
And to some kinder clime resort* 

Where Sprìng* with flowery garhnds crown'd 

Trips lightly o^ier the dewy plain^ " 
Or ardent Sununer throws around 
The golden fhiit and sprìnging graÌDy 
To whcre the Indian Islands rest 
And gem old ocean'a bittowy breastf 
Where the Sun darts his feverìsh beai|^ 
And Ganges roUs his sacred stream. 

Where Indus travels many a mile, 
And rolls his waters to the deepf 

Where the pahn rears his head sublimcy 
And gmceful p lantaia crowns the itcep* 
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Where 'neath the bamboo'a cool vetreat 

The pantìng native shuns the heaty 
Where oft the deadly snake is laidj 
Or tiger couches in the shade. 

Or where the hungry Leopard's rage 
Mid desart's wild, and forests rude^ 
Or ElephantSy from age to age 
Range 'mid the awful solitude* 
Or on Arabia's buming sands^ 
Where faint thc Camerdriver standè^ 
Sees not one cooling Spring arise 
While his sad heart witliin him dles* 

And when we've travell'd every plain^ 
And when our airy joumey's o'er 

We*Il tum with heartfelt joy again 
To visit Britaih's sea-girt shorcr 
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TheiCs patrìot Worth and Truth appear, 
Thercy Libcrty to all is dear; 

Ucitedy 8tiII her soos shall tìc 
To conquer ia her cause^ or die. 



OS THE DEATH OF 

MrSS GEORGINA N. A. T. GRANT. 

JXT thy lone tomb> Georgixa dearl 
The pious knee shall ìovAj bend, 

And there Affection's warmest tear 
In dewy showers shall oft descend* 

Oh! what avails it that thy form 
In beauty's perfect mould was cast? 

The fairest Sower must meet the stgrm 
Aad wither io the angry blast. 
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8uch was Georgina— fairest flower 
That ever met the raorning gale, 

But ah ! bencath the tempest's power 
SooQ- droopecl the prìde of yonder vale« 

Tho' on her cheek health's roseate glow 
But lately bhished so fresh aad fair, 

Death's cruel messcnger of woe 
Soon placed thc sickly lily there. 

Tho* rich in cvcry youthful grace 

By Nature's bounteous haud designed^ 

Faint were the beauties of her face 
Compared to those that deck'd her mind. 

That mind no ficliìsh passions swayM, 
'Twas mild and geutlc as the dov^y 

And every smiling look diaplayed 
The soul of tendemess acd love* 
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To make that tnind more lovely stfll 
Religion came^ divine employ! 

To calm each agonising thrilly 
And shcd her meek and holy joy. 

Tanght her on wings of Ioyc and faith 
To Heaven's brìght mansions to ascend; 

To smile at the approach of Death 
And hail her suiferìngs near an endt 

But weep not o'er yon lonely tomb* 
The lov'd.Georgina sleeps not there^ 

Yon starry Hcaven is now her home» 
And angels' bliss is now her share. 

What tho* Georgina's moulderìng duit 
Is laid beneath yon grassy sod? . 

Her soul with miUions of the just 
Rejoice9 at the throne of Go4« 
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lANTHE TO HER HARP* 

^OME Harp9 sweet soother of my woes! 

And in some sadly pleasing strain 

T^each lanthe to complain; 

While at each melancholy close 

Dove.eyed Pity hovering near, 

On each cheek a pearly teary 

Droops her snowy plumes and sighs; 
While responsive to the sound 
From hoUow rock, or cave aroundp 
Echo, sportivc nympbj replies, 

Soft toned Harp ! lanthe's treasure, 
Slower yet thy solemn measurc— 
In more lengtheh'd notes òf woe^ 
Teach thc numbcn tow to flow/ 
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Mournful as the moaning wind^ 
Gcntlc as the rìppling 8trcam> 

Softly blowing, 

Smoothly fìowing, 
Soothing cach romantic drcam-^ 

Till thy moumful notcs of woc 
Stcahug o'cr thc plaining rill ; 

Till thy notcs that smoothly flovr 
Wakc thc cchocs of thc hilU 

Hcp.ver.ly sounds! swcct pcacc bestowin^» 
Bid cach raging gricf be still;— 

Sing the saddcst lays that e'cr 
Stole upon the listening ear 

Of the azure mantlcd nighty 
While the moon in cloudlcss glory 

Throws around hcr silyer light} 
Listcning to the plaintive story 

From ber stany mansioii bright* 
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O! Echo, in thy deep domain, 
£ach sadly swellÌDg note dettùnt 
And when lanthe's hand Ì8 cold» 

And when het voice is still and mQte, 
And when her woes tao more are told 

To warbling Harp or breathing lute j 
Soimd agam thy silver shelU 

Solemn silence sweetly breaking* 
£y rushy brcfok and tangled delly 

Airtby BÌlver Echo's waking, 
Till every nymph of every brook^ 

Rising from the limpid waves, 
Throùgh their shadowy tresses look> 

And tiny fairies Icave their caves* 

And if lanthe^s Harp, unstmngy 
Should midst thcse tuneless bowers bc hung; 
Wilt thouy O Echo! raise the strain, 
And wakc its trembUng notes again^ 



Ah! nO| thy grotto would be 8tiQ» 
And mute each echo of the hUl» 
Forgot thc oft repeated theme 
Of Henry's love, of Henry's fame* 
But| vfhjf alas! complain of theef 
Though on the bark of every tree 
I have engrav'd my Henry^s namey 
The faithless trunk will soon decay 
And every vestige wear away^, 
Forgotten like my moamfttl thcme* 

Fond cares upon my earlicr years 

A father's anxious heart bestow'df ^ 
With all a parent's hopes and fears 

His kind patemal bosom glow'd. 
But) ah 1 the brave Sir Henry came 

BloomÌDg in manly .youth and gracc^ 
Thc gentlest of his noble name, 

The braveat of his warlike race. ^. 
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Wc mctt Knd till tiat &tcd hoar - 
I knew LoTC onlf by iti Damet 

ÌAj Heary bowed beneath iti power* 
And I confessM a mutnal dame. 

How oh, cnraptured on thjr Btraini 

O soft-toDcd Hupl bas Heaiy hun^i 
Aod haplesi, partcd loven' paini, 

Has to thy numbers swcctly suogf 
While oft my ready Btartiog tcars 

Stream'd at tfae monnifiil itOTy, 
Then wouhl he change the theme and mg 

Thc dazzUng charmB of gh>ry, 
Whilc evcry eager h»k exprcu'd 
The martial firei that'wann'd his breait: 

My father mai^'d onr lore with ngCt 
Nor yet that rage dìsguiicd, 
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For Heni^ and bi« Dobk race « 

My haughty sire dcspised} 
Long h^d each Housc with hatred bumedy 
And eveiy thought of union spumed^ 

And vengeful deeds dcvised. 
Too soony., alas ! was fixed our fate, 
And to thelr uiirelenting hate 

Our blÌM vvtis sacrificed* 

They tore tne from a mother's breastf 

And from the social sweets of homCf 
Where all mj childish days were blef£> 

And dragg'd me to yon cloistePs gloonit 
O thou who boast'st a father's name» . "^ 

To whose dear arms 1 oft have sprungt . 
And when you from the battle came 

Around your neck have fòndly hung ! 
How could thy lips pronounce my doom^ 
And force mc to this fiviog tombi 



My Henry'* frantic Wt wlieir 

StìU rìngrupon my ear; 
Still on hÌB manly cheelc I ne« 

the agonizing tear. 
" lanthe, every hope adieul 
For Hop« and Plcasure die with ^0« 
I go to meet the battle's rage, , 
And in its thickest toÌU eogBgc* . 
Asaured I Dever sball retora 
Thy loGS in Itngeiing grìef to mouip; 
When m'id the battte'a tempest drìTen 
The mortal wound at length is givm 

That aets the spirìt free;™ 
The last faint prayer I breathe to HeaTC%- 

Shall be a prayer for thee!" 



Alat ! my braTe and constaot Sjilght I 
Thy tiung Sua soon eet i& oigbti 
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In Palestme's.anhallowed ground 
Deformed with man^ra ghastly woum} 

Thy lov'd remains are hudf 
Nor can lanthe's footsteps tread 
Thy londy and neglected gsave) 

Or sing 8weet reqùiems to thy shade% 

And now tbe storm of grìef Ì8 o'er^ 

Yet Melancholy's dewy eyc 
StiU shpds its slow and silent shower, 

And still I heave the ceaseless sigh i 
And oft to this sequestered spot 

At midnight^s silent hour I steal^ 

To teach the echo of the grot> 

•« — 

My tale of sonrow to reveal^ 
And muse on joys that ne'er returni«>- 
But Echo will forget to moum» 
And soon laathe's Harp, imstmngy 
Shall 'nid thcie tundess bowers be h\xag. 
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Sut| hark! I- hear the matm beH 
Summon the holy train to prayersj-^ 

Immur'd in yònder gloomy cell» 

My thoughtSy my heart^ no more must dwelt* 
On worldly grìefsy on worldly cares^: 

Nor eveik the name of him I love 

Mix in my prayers to Heavcn above. 

Alas, my Harpl and must we part^*^ 

Sweet solaec of my hours of pain ? 
Sut Conscience whispers to my heart, 

I must no more indulge this strain* 
The sable veil that round me flows ' 

Reminds me of my solemn vow^ 
Nor must my heart ihdulge xn woes 

My tongue would faulter to avow* 
Seepi deepi within my constant beart 

My Henry's ìmage lies^ 
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Nor can it from my soul depart 

lo 'death's last agonies* 
£ut| ah ! his deary his treasur'd name 

Must cease to tremble on my tongue; 
Nor our sad mclancboly tale 

Again to thy soft notes be sung. 

Soft toned Harp! lanthe's treasure, 
Farewell to thy moumful ineasure; 
Though soft and slow ' 
Thy numbers flow, 
I ne'er must touch thy strings of 'pleasurey 
£ut take my last^ long, lingeriag viewf ' 
And now thy trembling notes are stiU^ 
And mute the echo of the hill; 
Again, sweet Hàrp! again adieHv 
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